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Dedication 


For my friends, Chel, Chuck, Chris, Kelly, Jim and Theresa. 
Thank you for your friendship, your support, and your 
prayers. | couldn’t have gotten through the past year 
without you. 
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Chapter One 


“What're you doing?” Charlie asked. 


Michael continued to flip cards towards the trashcan. “What 
does it look like I’m doing?” 


“Very funny,” Charlie said. 


Stopping mid-flip, Michael looked up at Charlie. Shit. He did 
that all the time. “Sorry. 


I’m just chillin’.” 


Charlie leaned against the doorframe to Michael’s dorm 
room. “Should you be in class?” 


Michael closed his eyes and tossed the remainder of the 
cards onto the floor. School. He hated it. He hated 
everything right now, especially himself. “l'Il probably flunk 
the class anyway,” he mumbled. 


“Well you definitely will if you don’t get your ass up. What’s 
more, you'll probably lose your scholarship. Do you have 
anywhere else to go? What are you doing screwing up your 
life like this? Christ, Michael, this is your last semester 
before you get your Masters.” 


“I know!” Michael jumped off the bed and pushed past 
Charlie. He went into the communal bathroom and into a 
stall. Damn, what do I have to do to be alone? He heard the 
door open and groaned. “Give me a break, Charlie.” 


“You know | would if | thought it would help. Have you still 
been keeping your appointments with Dr. Pressman?” 


He wondered whether he’d get away with lying. Dr. 
Pressman was a nice enough guy, but no way in hell would 
Michael admit to the man what had happened in LA. Instead 
of lying, Michael chose to remain silent. 


“Is it Dr. Pressman? Should | call Theron? Would it be easier 
to talk to him?” A bark of strained laughter erupted from 
Michael’s throat. “Right. Theron couldn’t get away from me 
fast enough.” He saw what a sick fuck | was. Hell, what had 
he been thinking coming on to a straight guy like that? 
Worse, he’d developed feelings for the man even after he’d 
humiliated himself in the shower. There was just something 
about the way Theron took care of him those weeks they 
were together. 
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Michael put his face in his hands. That’s what happens when 
you start to care about people. 


They drop out of your lives like you never meant more to 
them than a wad of gum on the bottom of their shoe. 


“Michael?” 


“Please leave me alone,” he begged. He just wanted it to 
stop, all of it, the pain, the loneliness, and the memories. 
Fuck, those memories wouldn’t let him sleep for more than 
twenty minutes at a stretch. He was so damned tired. The 
only thing that would make him happy at this point was to 
go to sleep and never wake up. 


“Will you be down for dinner?” Charlie asked. 


“What time is it now?” 
“Almost three-thirty.” 


Yeah. He had plenty of time. “We'll see. I’m gonna go lay 
down. Don’t let anyone disturb me.” Thank god Sam had 
moved in with Jace, and he had a private room for the time 
being. 


The door opened and shut, signalling Charlie’s departure. 
Michael stood and went back to his room. As if on automatic 
pilot, he walked towards the closet and removed his shower 
bucket. Holding the razor in his hand, he wondered if the 
blades would be long enough. 


Maybe he’d have to take the damn thing apart first. Michael 
rolled his eyes. Figures. 


x k OK OX 


“Sonofabitch,” Michael yelled and threw the disposable 
razor against the wall. He looked down at his bloodied 
fingers and shook his head. For almost an hour he'd tried to 
take apart the F’in razor and had gotten nothing but cuts on 
his hands. 


Digging in his desk drawer, Michael managed to find a box 
of bandages. Five adhesive strips later, he picked up his 
wallet and stuffed it in his back pocket. 


Heading down the stairs, he was surprised to see Demitri 
and Aaron. He paused midway down. Demitri stood in profile 
talking wildly with Charlie and Jack. They still hadn’t noticed 
him and he took the opportunity to study the Greek man’s 
features. Michael couldn’t get over how much all the 
Demakis brothers looked alike. Theron may be smaller built 


than the other two, but he still held the same commanding 
presence. 
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“Hey,” Jack called, bringing Michael back to the present. 
“Demitri and Aaron decided to stop in for dinner.” 


Michael blinked several times. “I...um...| need to run to the 
Store first.” Jack looked down at his watch. “Well, you’ve still 
got an hour. | just put the potatoes in with the roast.” 


With a nod, Michael resumed his trek down the stairs and 
out the front door. He took off towards the pharmacy a 
couple of blocks down. Once there, he stood in the razor 
aisle looking for what he needed. Damn. Does everyone use 
safety razors? 


He supposed he probably needed to go to a hardware store, 
but knew he didn’t want to walk that far. He’d almost given 
up when his eyes landed on a small bin of clearance items. 


Almost like it was some kind of sign, the first thing he 
spotted was a small pocket sized box knife on a key chain. 
His head tilted to the side as he picked up the package. Who 
the hell would need a knife on a chain? With a shrug, he 
took his prize to the counter. 


By the time he got back to BK, Michael’s nerves were 
starting to get the better of him. 


He walked in and headed up the stairs. 


“Dinner in ten minutes,” Jack called after him. 


“Just gonna wash up,” Michael answered back. He put the 
package under his pillow and went to the bathroom. Brian 
was just coming out of a stall when he walked in. 


“Hey,” Brian greeted. 


“Hey.” He noticed Brian looked a little down. “How’s 
school?” Brian shrugged. “Sucks. | can’t tell anyone where | 
live. How am | supposed to make friends?” 


“Who said you couldn’t tell anyone where you lived?” He 
shook his hands, noticing the bandages were quickly coming 
unstuck, and reached for a paper towel. 


“No one. More like self preservation. How many fights do 
you think I’d get into if the other guys knew | lived in a gay 
house?” 


Brian’s apparent shame made Michael feel even worse. 
Dammit, he couldn’t help the way he was. If he could snap 
his fingers and suddenly find pussy desirable, he’d do it ina 
second. Being gay had done nothing but alienate him from 
his family and caused him to fall in love with the wrong 
man. Besides, he doubted there were gangs of women 
around who took pleasure in tying men up and raping them 
repeatedly. 
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He shook his head. With his nerves back in check, he turned 
his back on Brian and left the bathroom. 


“Dinner!” Charlie yelled up the stairs. 


Taking a deep breath, he went down to the dining room. His 
usual seat was open, so he slid in and waited. 


“So, how’ve you been feeling?” Demitri asked. 


“The same,” Michael answered. He wanted to ask about 
Theron so badly he could barely stand it. Did Theron ever 
ask Demitri about him? Did he call Charlie? “I bet Theron’s 
glad to be back in New York. It must’ve gotten pretty lonely 
trapped in the house with me all those weeks,” he fished. 


Demitri and Aaron looked at each other and started 

laughing. “From the sounds of it, he’s making up for lost 
time. Every time he calls he’s seeing someone new. That 
brother of mine is a regular fuck machine,” Demitri said. 


Michael felt bile rise in his throat. The words did more to 
cement his resolve than anything he could’ve said to 
himself. “Shit. | just remembered | have a paper due in the 
morning.” 


Looking up at Jack he plastered on the fakest smile he’d 
ever given. “Mind if | fix a plate and head upstairs?” 


Jack looked at him for several moments through narrowed 
eyes. Please don’t see me, Michael prayed. 


“Go on,” Jack finally said. 


Michael quickly filled a plate knowing the food wouldn’t be 
eaten anyway. He had more important things on his mind 
and the quicker he could escape the curious eyes, the 
better. 


x k OK OX 


“Michael! Can you hear me?” Charlie shouted. 


He was so tired. Why wouldn’t people just leave him alone? 
There seemed to be a lot of commotion going on around 
him, but he was too sleepy to open his eyes. “Michael!” Was 
that Demitri? What’s he doing in my bedroom? He felt a 
prick to his arm, and several voices he didn’t recognise 
talking about getting him to the hospital. What? He 
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hazy mind for answers. A picture of a blade slicing up his 
arm, assaulted him. 


Wait...no...no. He didn’t want to go to the hospital. “No,” he 
managed to mumble. 


“What?” a voice he didn’t know asked him. 
“No. No ho...spi...tal.” 


Michael could hear Charlie going nuts in the background 
yelling and giving orders. 


Typical Charlie. “Don’t you fucking die on me, Michael!” 
Charlie shouted once again. Jack’s voice was raised trying to 
calm Charlie down. Good. They were being too noisy and he 
needed to get back to sleep. 


As the darkness overtook him once again, he smiled. 


x OK OK OX 


Theron was buried deep inside Yvette, when his phone rang 
on the bedside table. 


Knowing the answering machine would click on, he 
continued to pound out his frustrations on his date. 


“Yesssss,” Yvette hissed as she climaxed for the third time 
in less than an hour. 


Trying to concentrate, Theron changed positions. What the 
hell was wrong with him lately? Although his dates loved it, 
it was beginning to take him longer and longer to come. 


Unbidden, a picture of Michael, naked in the shower popped 
into his mind. His orgasm caught him by surprise, causing 
his entire body to jerk with the force. Fuck! He flopped to 
the side of the woman under him and crossed his arm over 
his face. Shit. Wasn’t it enough that Michael invaded his 
dreams? Now the man appeared while he was having sex. 
Dammit! 


Demitri’s voice coming over the answering machine caught 
his attention. “...get here. | don’t know if he’ll make it.” 


Theron sat up and stripped the condom off, tossing it into 
the trash. He rose from the bed and a hand grabbed his 
wrist. 


“Where are you going, Tiger?” Yvette said. 


In no mood to deal with the near-stranger, Theron pulled his 
hand free. “I need to listen to the message.” 


Without looking back at the blonde sprawled across his bed, 
Theron walked into the living room and pressed the 
playback button. 
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“Theron, its Demitri. Something terrible’s happened. Michael 
slit his wrists. The ambulance just left. They’re taking him to 
Cedar Springs Hospital. | don’t know when you'll get this, 
but you need to get here. | don’t know if he'll make it.” 
Theron fell to the edge of the sofa. His entire body felt 
numb. He replayed the message again, listening to the 
frantic sound of his brother’s voice. 


“Hey,” Yvette said from the doorway. “Aren’t you coming 
back to bed?” 


“Get dressed and get out,” Theron barked. 
“What?” 


Standing, Theron strode past the naked woman to his closet. 
“I said get out. I’ve got to get to the airport.” He pulled his 
suitcase out of the closet and started throwing clothes 
inside. 


Yvette continued to mutter under her breath as she slowly 
dressed. Sick of looking at her, Theron went into the 
bathroom and slammed the door. Turning on the shower, he 
quickly washed the smell of sex off him, all the while 
thinking of Michael. 


Dammit. He knew Michael wasn’t stable when he’d left him 
at BK. It hadn’t mattered to him at the time. All he knew was 
he needed to put distance between himself and temptation. 


Michael was supposed to see Joe Pressman. Had he not 
been going? Anger overtook him and he punched the tiled 
wall of the shower. Pure rage for the people that were 
supposed to look after Michael threatened to swallow him 
whole. 


Theron turned off the shower, and quickly dried off. With 
any luck his date would no longer be in his apartment. 
Stepping into his room, he looked around. Good, she was 
gone. A hastily scrawled message written in red lipstick 
filled the mirror over his dresser. “You rude, sonofabitch. 
Don’t bother calling.” / didn’t plan on it anyway. 


Turning away from the mirror, Theron started dressing. 
Hopefully he’d be able to catch a flight out to Seattle. He’d 
probably have to wait until morning to fly into Idaho. 


Whatever it took, he was going to get to Michael as soon as 
possible. He should’ve never trusted someone else to look 
after him. 
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Chapter Two 


By the time Theron was able to get to the hospital, he was 
livid. Unfortunately, Charlie was the first person he saw 
when he walked into the waiting room. “You bastard,” he 
said as he grabbed the front of Charlie’s shirt and pressed 
him deeper into his seat. 


“You were supposed to look after him!” he continued to yell. 


Suddenly, an arm was around Theron’s neck, yanking him 
back. He fought off the arm and spun to face Jack. “You 
fucker,” Jack said. “Charlie feels bad enough without you 
adding to his guilt.” 


Theron’s jaws clenched as he stared at Jack. “How could you 
let this happen?” 


“No one /et it happen. Listen to yourself. You’re a freaking 
psychiatrist. You know there’s no way to stop someone once 
they decide to kill themselves. Hell, we didn’t even know...” 


“Exactly. You didn’t pay enough attention to him. The signs 
should’ve all been there,” he said, poking Jack in the chest. 


Jack grabbed Theron’s finger and bent it back until he had 
no choice but to kneel on the floor. Looking down at him, 
Jack’s eyes narrowed. “If you were so concerned, you 
wouldn’t have dropped him off and ran. Now calm yourself 
down, or l'Il have you thrown out.” Jack released his hold 
and Theron was able to stand. He took several deep 
breaths. He knew they were right. If anyone was to blame, it 
was him. “How is he?” he asked in defeat. 


“Resting,” Jack said. 


“Demitri?” 


“Gone home to catch a couple hours of sleep.” Jack walked 
past Theron and went to pull Charlie up and into his arms. 
“You okay?” Jack asked. Charlie nodded but said nothing. 


Now that he was calmer, Theron could see the puffy eyes of 
someone who'd done their share of crying. He was torn 
between still being pissed and feeling like a complete piece 
of shit. “Sorry, Charlie,” he mumbled. 


Charlie gave him a short nod in return. 
“Can | see him?” 
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Jack shook his head. “They’re letting Charlie in every hour, 
but that’s it. Joe Pressman was here earlier, and we’ve 
promised to call him as soon as Michael’s awake and alert.” 
Theron felt completely helpless. He’d handed Michael’s 
therapy over to Joe for a reason, and that reason hadn't 
changed. He knew he couldn’t be objective where Michael 
was concerned. But how else could he get in to see him? 


“Do you know when they might allow him to have regular 
visitors?” he asked. 


Jack shook his head. “Once they get him into a regular 
room, it’ll be up to him and Joe. 


I’ve a feeling Joe won't let anyone in if he knows it'll upset 
Michael.” / need to talk to Joe. “Okay. I’m going to leave for 


a bit and check in with Demitri. Call me if there’s any 
change. Please. | know | acted like a jerk...” 


“It’s okay,” Charlie finally spoke. “We're all on edge.” 
Theron gave a nod before he realised Charlie couldn’t see it. 
“Thanks. l'Il be back in a couple of hours.” 


x OK OK OX 


On his second stop since he’d left the hospital, Theron rang 
Demitri’s door bell. 


He rang the bell again and a bleary eyed Aaron finally 
answered. As soon as he saw who it was, Aaron turned and 
started walking back to the bedroom. “I'll tell Demitri you’re 
here. Sorry, but I’m going back to bed.” 


Not knowing how long it would take Demitri, Theron went 
into the kitchen and started a pot of coffee. He hadn’t been 
able to sleep on his long journey west and knew it would 
soon catch up to him. 


“Hey,” Demitri’s gravely voice greeted him. 


Theron looked over his shoulder. His brother was in nothing 
but a pair of underwear, pulling out a chair. “Sorry to wake 
you,” Theron said. 


“Don’t worry about it. Did you go by the hospital?” Theron 
nodded. “They won’t let me see him yet. | went by Joe’s 
house, but he was asleep. I’m hoping he'll fill me in on 
Michael’s treatment.” He took a seat at the table and waited 
for the coffee to brew. 


“From what | gather, Michael hasn’t been cooperating much. 
When he does go to see Joe, he refuses to talk about what 
happened in LA.” THERON’S RETURN 
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Damn. “| thought it was just me that Michael refused to talk 
to about his ordeal.” He noticed his brother’s puffy eyes. 
“You okay?” 


Demitri stared at him for several moments before shaking 
his head. “I was the one who found him,” Demitri finally 
said, eyes filling with tears. 


Scooting his chair back, Theron went around the table and 
pulled his brother up into his arms. “Shhh,” he soothed. 


He felt Demitri’s shoulders shake against him. “I started 
feeling bad because | was afraid I’d said something wrong 
while we were eating dinner. | went up to apologise and 
found him.” Demitri backed off enough to look into Theron’s 
eyes. “There was so much blood.” 


“Was he conscious?” Theron asked. 


Demitri shook his head no. “I yelled for someone to call the 
police and grabbed a couple of T-shirts off the floor. | 
wrapped his wrists as tightly as | could, but that’s all | could 
do. | felt so damn helpless.” 


“It’s okay. He’s alive. We’ll make sure he gets the help he 
needs,” Theron continued to sooth his brother. 


He held Demitri until his brother’s tears dried up. “I'll get us 
both a cup of coffee,” Theron said, pulling away. 


After setting two cups on the table, he took his seat again. 
“Do you mind if | ask what you said that upset Michael at 
dinner? It might help to know what set him off.” Demitri 


shook his head. “You don’t want to know. It'll only make 
things worse.” Theron’s stomach did a complete flip. “Tell 
me.” After several moments, Demitri sighed. “Well, he’s 
been really depressed lately. We all know it and have been 
trying to make sure he at least eats. Anyway, Aaron and | 
stopped over for dinner. We really wanted to see for 
ourselves how Michael was doing. The reports that I’d been 
getting from Charlie weren’t encouraging. So, Michael 
comes down for dinner and we're talking about this and that 
and then he asks me if I’d heard from you.” Demitri blinked 
several times, it wasn’t enough and Theron watched as a 
few tears trickled down his brother’s face. “I’m such a 
fuckup. | didn’t even think about what | was saying. | told 
him that from the sounds of it you’d been going out with 
every woman you could get your hands on. | said you’d 
become a regular fuck machine.” THERON’S RETURN 
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Demitri shook his head. “It’s something that | wouldn’t have 
thought twice about saying to one of your friends, but then | 
saw the look on Michael’s face, and | knew I’d hurt him. He 
asked Charlie if he could take a plate of food up to his room. 
| thought he was just embarrassed that I’d seen the hurt in 
his eyes and wanted to get away. After we ate, | decided to 
go up and apologise. That’s when | found him.” Quickly 
excusing himself, Theron raced towards the hall bathroom. 
He was barely able to reach the toilet before he threw-up. 
Fuck. 


A cool washcloth landed on the back of his neck. “You doing 
Okay, bro?” Demitri asked. 


Now it was Theron’s turn to break down. He fell to the floor 
and shook his head. 


Within seconds, his brother’s much bigger body surrounded 
him. Leaning back into the comforting arms, he buried his 
face in his hands. “What the hell have | done? | accused 
Charlie of not taking care of him.” 


Theron shook his head as another sob erupted. “I’m the one 
who left knowing Michael had feelings for me.” 


“So, why did you leave?” Demitri asked. 


Why did I leave? Because | was starting to feel the same 
way. Because I’m a chickenshit. “| thought it was the best 
thing.” 


“Why?” his brother prodded. 
“Because it was. | can’t be who he wants me to be.” 
“Why?” 


Theron turned in his brother’s arms and looked up at him. 
“What’s with the third degree? | thought it was best, okay? 
I’m not gay.” Demitri seemed to study him for several 
moments. “Are you sure? Well, | mean, | Know you’re not 
gay, but if you were at all tempted, you might be bi.” Theron 
pushed his way out of Demitri’s arms and stood. “Stop it! 
Don’t you think it’s bad enough that mom and dad have two 
gay sons?” 


“Fuck you,” Demitri said. His brother stood and leaned down 
into Theron’s face. “At least they have two sons who are 
honest with themselves. | can’t say the same for you right 
now. Did you ever stop to think maybe there’s a reason you 
seem to go from woman to woman without finding one that 


makes you happy? Well I’ve found that someone, and man 
or not, Aaron is the best thing that’s ever happened to me.” 
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Demitri pushed his way past Theron and left, slamming the 
door to his bedroom for emphasis. 


“Shit,” Theron said. He flushed the stool and went to 
retrieve his bag from the rental car. Maybe he just needed 
to chill out and get some sleep. He wanted to be back up to 
the hospital in a couple of hours in case Michael would see 
him. What will | say to him? 


He realised he had a lot of thinking to do. Theron didn’t 
even bother trying to get to sleep. Instead, he went in 
search of more coffee. 


x OK OK OX 


“I’m an ass.” 


“Yes, you are,” Demitri said. He gave Theron a playful punch 
in the arm. “But I’ve kinda gotten used to it.” 


They were sitting in the waiting room the following day. 
Theron still hadn’t been allowed to see Michael, but he’d 
refused to give up. His talk with Joe had proved fruitless. It 
seemed Michael hadn’t kept half of his appointments with 
the other doctor. 


“Theron?” 


He looked up to see Charlie standing in the waiting room 
doorway. “Michael’s agreed to see you,” Charlie informed 
him. 


Standing, Theron wiped his suddenly clammy hands on his 
jeans. He walked towards Charlie. “How’s he doing?” 


Charlie shrugged. “He refuses to talk to anyone. Maybe you 
can change that. Room two-twelve.” 


“Thanks.” He walked down the corridor and nodded to the 
nurses, might as well make nice. He knew from previous 
experience that nurses held a hell of a lot of power. 


After knocking softly on Michael’s closed door, he stepped 
inside. The six-foot-two heavily muscled Michael he’d known 
before wasn’t the one staring out the window. This Michael 
was thinner with deep blue circles under his once vibrant 
green eyes. Did I do this? 


“Michael?” 


Michael glanced briefly at him before turning back towards 
the window. “You shouldn’t have come.” 
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Taking a chance, Theron walked further into the room and 
stood to the side of the window. “I had to. | hope you 
understand why.” 


Michael’s dead eyes met his. “What? Seeing me humiliated 
once wasn’t enough for you? Back for more?” 


Theron swallowed around the lump in his throat. “It doesn’t 
have anything to do with humiliation and you know it.” 


“Do |?” Michael’s expression changed to one of anger. 
“Don’t you dare tell me how | feel.” 


The words were like a verbal slap and Theron’s head jerked 
back. “You’re right.” Taking a seat in the corner of the room, 
Theron rested his forearms on his knees and looked at the 
floor. He desperately wanted to ask Michael why he’d done 
it, but knew it was too early for him to start pushing. 


“Mind if | just sit in here for a while? We don’t have to talk if 
you don’t feel like it,” he added. 


“Whatever,” Michael said and lowered his hospital bed. “I’m 
gonna take a nap.” 


“Sounds good.” Theron let his own eyes drift shut. He 
refused to acknowledge how much he wanted to pull the 
younger man into his arms. Even if he wanted to, he 
couldn’t bring himself to give in to that side of himself. 
Demitri’s words still haunted him. 


He’d had one or two short-term flings with men before, 
always in private. He’d never felt the need to tell anyone, 
because it had just been about scratching an itch. Theron 
knew if he attempted to scratch that itch with Michael, it 
would only blow up in his face. Not only would his brothers 
find out, but he had a strong feeling his itch might never be 
satisfied with the green-eyed temptation now sleeping 
soundly. 


No. He couldn’t begin something with Michael. It was 
absolutely out of the question. 


Wasn’t that the reason he’d fled home in the first place? 
He’d called and fucked every woman in his little black book 
trying to get the man out of his head. Shit. Would he ever 
get Michael out of his head? 
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Chapter Three 


Someone was tapping him on the shoulder. Theron batted 
away the annoying hand and tried to get back to sleep. 


“Wake up,” Demitri said. 


Theron opened his eyes and looked up at his brother. It 
suddenly dawned on him where he was and he sat up 
Straight in his chair. “What? Has something happened?” He 
looked towards the bed where Michael appeared to be 
asleep. 


“Yeah something happened. You missed lunch. Come on, I'll 
buy you dinner in the cafeteria.” 


Theron’s stomach grumbled and he gave in without a fight. 
He stood and walked over to the bed, making sure Michael’s 
blankets were tucked in. This was the closest he’d gotten to 
the younger man since he'd arrived. Michael had lost so 
much weight. Theron couldn’t help but to wonder whether 
he had something to do with it. 


The dark circles under Michael’s eyes weren’t as noticeable 
with his long blond eyelashes fanned over them in sleep. 
Theron’s gaze travelled from Michael’s lean face down to 
the large white gauze wrapped around both forearms. What 
would this world be like without Michael? 


He’d been around the younger man on a few occasions over 
the previous year. From what he remembered, Michael was 
vibrant, always laughing and joking with anyone around. 


What happened to that Michael? 


Theron knew Michael’s troubles started before the incident 
in LA. If he had any hopes of helping Michael deal with his 
past, he knew he needed to start at the beginning of the 
summer. He remembered Demitri telling him about 
Michael’s parents and how they dealt with his ‘coming out’. 
Was there more to it than that? 


“Theron?” 


With a nod in acknowledgement, he took another look at 
Michael’s face. What is it about you that has my life turned 
upside down? 


Following Demitri, Theron made his way out of the room. 
“Let me stop by the waiting room,” he said. Walking in, he 
spotted Bear and Liam immediately. He knew the huge man 
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was one of Michael’s closest friends. “I’m going down for a 
quick dinner. Would you mind sitting with Michael until | get 
back?” 


“Not at all,” Bear answered. 


He looked around and didn’t see anyone else he knew. 
“Where’s Charlie?” he asked Demitri as they headed to the 
cafeteria. 


“Jack convinced him to go home and get some much 
needed rest. Charlie finally agreed when it was obvious you 
weren’t coming out of Michael’s room any time soon.” His 
brother grinned and gave him a playful elbow to the ribs. 


Theron refused to be baited and continued down the hall. 
Ordering something that looked like chicken-fried steak, he 
found a table in the back of the dining room. He noticed 
Demitri only got a large cup of coffee. “Why aren’t you 
eating?” 


“Aaron’s cooking. | came in to check on you and Bear told 
me you hadn’t been out of the room for hours. | figured I’d 
get you refuelled before going back home.” 


“Thanks,” he said. He took several bites, not tasting the 
food at all. “Do you know if anyone besides Michael can tell 
me what exactly went down with his parents?” Demitri took 
a sip and shook his head. “If anyone would know it would be 
Charlie, but | think he’s already told us everything he knows. 
Michael went home for the summer and finally got the 
courage to admit to his parents what kind of dorm he was 
living in. That’s the first they’d heard of his sexual 
preferences. | guess they went a little ballistic and kicked 
him out with only the clothes he still had packed.” 


“Where did he go from there?” Theron asked. 


Demitri shrugged. “I don’t know for sure. He just showed up 
a week or so later. | Know he wasn’t driving his truck. He 
said something about his folks taking it away from him.” 
Demitri shook his head. “He said he’d thumbed his way 
back to BK.” 


“He hitchhiked?” Did something happen on that trip to 
further spin Michael’s life out of control? He was beginning 
to get a better picture of Michael. How would Theron’s own 
swift departure affect him? Theron felt guiltier than ever. 


After finishing only half his meal he loaded his plate back on 
the small orange tray. “I need to get back,” he said. 


Demitri held out a key. “Here. | know | can’t force you, but 
you need to get a decent night’s sleep. You won’t do Michael 
any good if you’re incoherent.” THERON’S RETURN 
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Theron pocketed the key. “Thanks.” Something suddenly 
occurred to him. “Shit. Did you call mom and dad? | forgot 
to tell them | was flying out of the city.” Demitri nodded. 
“Talked to them earlier. Why do you think I’m here? Mom 
gave strict instructions that Alec and | were supposed to 
keep an eye on you.” Confused, Theron paused in the 
process of throwing his trash away. “Why would they be 
worried about me? Michael’s the one in the hospital and 
they don’t even know him.” Demitri took the tray from 
Theron’s hands and put it on top of the trashcan. “Because 
they know if Michael meant enough to you to fly out at the 
spur of the moment, you wouldn’t be thinking about 
yourself.” He grinned at his brother. “Sometimes | think 
you're the only one who can’t see what’s been staring us all 
in the face for years.” 


“What’s that supposed to mean?” 

Demitri shook his head. “Nothing.” 

x OK OK OX 

“Demitri,” Theron called upon entering the house. 
“Back here.” 


Theron walked through to the back yard. He found his 
brother lounging on the chaise reading the paper. “Hey,” he 
greeted. 


“How’s Michael?” Demitri asked. 


“Dr. Briggs said that Michael was physically well enough to 
be released, but he has major concerns about his mental 
well being. He’s afraid returning him back to BK so soon 
after his suicide attempt will only hamper his progress.” 


“So what do we do?” Demitri asked, tossing his paper onto 
the ground. 


“I don’t know. | thought you might have some ideas of some 
place | could rent for a couple of months.” It had been a 
rough couple of days, but Michael was slowly starting to talk 
to him. Their conversations were always about trivial 
matters, but at least it was a start. 


“I'd suggest Jace’s lake cabin, but | don’t think it has heat. 
Maybe we could find something that does though. | think it 
might be the right setting.” Nodding, Theron bent over and 
picked up the paper. “You think something will be in here?” 
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“| doubt it. Let me call Justin. If anyone has their finger on 
the pulse of this community it’s him. Surely he knows of a 
vacant vacation house. | bet we could call the owners, 
explain what we need and offer to rent it.” 


Theron tossed the paper back to the patio. “I knew there 
was a reason | came to you for help.” 


Before he could walk off, Demitri grabbed his wrist and 
pulled him down for a hug. “I don’t only worry about Michael 


you know. You’ve been looking a little worse for the wear 
lately.” 


“I’m okay.” He gave his brother one last hug before pulling 
back. “The important thing is healing Michael.” 


Demitri looked at him for several moments. “l'Il give Justin a 
call.” 


“Thanks.” Theron walked back into the house. He hadn't 
showered in two days and his normal five o’clock shadow 
was quickly becoming a beard. As he stood under the spray, 
he lathered his face. His own reflection in the small mirror 
Demitri had hung, startled him. “No wonder Demitri said | 
looked like shit.” 


Scraping away the thick black hair, his thoughts returned to 
Michael. Earlier in the day, he had finally agreed to allow 
Theron to shave him. Strangely, it was a very intimate 
experience. Never had he thought he’d be shaving another 
man’s face. What bothered him, was how right it felt. 


Theron was so lost in thought, he nicked his chin. “Shit.” 
Dabbing at the bloodied spot, he stared at himself. “Who are 
you?” he whispered. He didn’t even know himself anymore. 


The only thing that seemed to matter to him was helping 
Michael. The same young man he ran from only a month 
earlier. 


There was a knock on the door moments before it opened. 
“Justin has something in mind. He’s gonna make a few calls 
and get back to us,” Demitri said. 


“Okay, thanks,” he answered back. 


After finishing up his shower, Theron dressed and called Joe. 


“Dr. Pressman’s office,” Rocco answered. 


Theron couldn’t help smiling. “When did Joe get a new 
receptionist?” he asked. 


Rocco chuckled. “Since Grace had a dental appointment.” 
“It’s Theron, is he available?” 

“Yeah, hang on.” 
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Theron could hear Rocco fumbling with the phone for a few 
seconds. Finally he got back on the line. “Sorry, I’m not very 
good at this. If | hang up on you, just call back.” 


“You got it.” 


The line clicked and the sound of classic rock came on. Well, 
at least the guy had managed to successfully put him on 
hold. It was several minutes before Joe finally answered. 


“Hi, Theron.” 


“Hey. Listen, | wanted to talk to you about an idea | have.” 
Theron went on to explain his plan to pull Michael out of the 
deep depression he seemed to be mired in. “I’d like to 
continue to bring him in to see you several times a week.” 
Joe said nothing for several moments. “You don’t want to 
take over his care?” 


“No. | can’t be objective. | want to help him, but I think he 
needs you to be his doctor.” 


“And what would your role in his life be?” Joe questioned. 


“Friend,” Theron answered. He wouldn’t admit to anyone, 
including himself, of the possibility of more than that. 


“I can squeeze him in on Monday, Wednesday and Friday for 
the first few weeks. We can play it by ear after that.” 


“Sounds good, and l'Il let you know if we find a place out at 
the lake to rent.” 


“I'd appreciate it.” 


“So...will you talk to Michael’s doctor? If the guy knows 
we're working together to take care of him, he’ll release 
him.” 


“See what you can find as far as a place to stay first. Once 
that’s settled, l'Il talk to Morgan.” 


“Thanks, Joe.” 
“No problem.” 


Theron hung up and went in search of Demitri. He found him 
in the kitchen sucking face with Aaron. Before barging in, 
Theron watched the two lover’s for several moments. He felt 
absolutely no disgust for what he was witnessing, instead he 
saw only two people very much in love. /t’s a start, he told 
himself. 


When things between the two men started to intensify, 
Theron cleared his throat. Aaron jumped and tried to pull 
away, but Demitri held his lover tight. 


“Any news?” Theron asked. 
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“Yeah, | think so. Justin’s meeting us at a house after 
practice. Seems the people who own it are huge boosters 
for the football team. They’re in England on business until 
spring so the place will be empty all winter. Justin called 
them and they said it was fine with them. 


He’s going to swing by their lawyer's office and pick up a 
key.” 


“How much, did he say?” Theron had a pretty hefty savings 
account and he had the money his grandparents left to him, 
but without working... 


“That’s the best part. The people were actually relieved to 
know someone would be looking out for the place. Winter’s 
are tough up here.” 


“So, they’re letting us stay for free?” Theron shook his head. 
It sounded too good to be true. 


“Well, you'll have to pay the utilities, but yeah.” 


“Tell Justin | don’t need to see it, we'll take it.” His mind 
began immediately making plans to pack up Michael’s dorm 
room with everything the younger man might want over the 
next several months. Months? Was he really thinking this 
through? Could he spend that much time alone at a lake 
cabin with Michael? Shit. Maybe he was in over his head. 
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Chapter Four 


“Watch your step,” Theron said as he carried their bags. 


“I haven’t forgotten how to walk,” Michael reminded him. 
His mood could only be described as grim. He knew it would 
never work living this close to Theron again. Still, it was 
much nicer than the loony bin the doctor had threatened 
him with. 


He stood there as Theron dug a key out of his pocket and 
opened the front double doors. Looking at the beamed 
ceiling of the great room, Michael was impressed. 


“FII put the rest of your things in here.” Theron carried 
Michael’s bag down the short hall and into one of the 
bedrooms. 


When Michael walked into the room he was shocked. It 
looked like Theron had completely emptied his dorm room 
and transferred everything he owned to the temporary 
house. “How long did you say we were staying?” 


“As long as it takes,” Theron answered. 


Michael sat on the edge of the king-sized bed. “What’s that 
Supposed to mean?” He noticed the way Theron avoided 
eye contact as he shifted from foot to foot. The man in front 
of him was definitely not the confident Greek doctor he was 
used to seeing. 


Instead of answering him, Theron finally turned and left the 
room. “Dinner in an hour,” Theron said on his way down the 
hall. 


He looked around the room. It was nice enough, a hell of a 
lot bigger than his dorm room. He spotted a laptop on the 
desk. “Theron,” he called out. “Can I use this computer to 
check my email?” 


“Sure,” Theron yelled back. “Tony sent it over for you to 
use.” 


“Cool.” He grabbed the laptop and settled in the 
comfortable chair next to the window. 


He hadn’t been online in almost a week. Michael was sure 
his emails would be stacking up, but when he logged on, he 
saw only four, three from Bear and one about improving the 
size of his penis. 


He closed the laptop without even reading Bear’s emails. 
Once upon a time, he would receive at least thirty emails a 
day from friends and family. It was only a further reminder 
that everyone had turned their back on him. 
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Theron started banging around in the kitchen, and Michael 
sat the laptop back on the desk. Why was Theron being so 
nice to him? Was it guilt? He’d been over the same 
questions a dozen times. The man was obviously a natural 
born nurturer. Is that why he’d refused to acknowledge his 
feelings? Because Michael was sure that Theron had them. It 
didn’t take a rocket scientist to see the lust and longing in 
the gorgeous Greek’s eyes every time he looked at him. 


Maybe Theron wanted kids? It was something Theron 
definitely couldn’t have if he were to get together with him. 
He tried to picture Theron as a father. Strangely enough, it 
was easy. 


Leaning his head back in the chair, Michael pictured the 
man with a gaggle of little black-haired boys. He’d be a 
Strict parent, but fun at the same time. Thinking about 
fathers, brought his own into his thoughts. Michael had 
always thought he’d had a pretty good relationship with his 
folks. How could he have fooled himself for so long? He 
hadn’t even let the hospital call them. Instead, he’d relied 
upon his friends to get him through. 


That was another thing he’d been thinking a lot about. 
Before he’d tried to end it all, it felt like he didn’t have a real 
friend in the world. He was quickly seeing just how wrong 
he’d been. 


a“ H ey. ” 


Michael looked up to see Theron leaning against the 
doorway. No matter how many times he saw the man, or 
how crazy it was, Michael still wanted him. How could 
anyone look at that perfect body and not want it? Theron’s 
black T-shirt fit like a glove, encasing muscles that he’d give 
anything to run his tongue over. Narrowing his eyes, he 
spotted what appeared to be a tattoo peaking out under the 
sleeve. 


“Mind if | come in?” Theron asked, interrupting his thoughts. 


“No.” He pointed towards the tattoo. “I didn’t know you had 
one of those.” Theron smiled sheepishly. “It’s a way to 
express myself.” Michael scooted to the edge of his chair. 
“Can | see it?” Instead of simply pulling his sleeve up, 
Theron reached for the hem of his shirt. “If you’re in to 


them, I’ve got several more you might like to see.” Theron 
stripped to the waist, and Michael was left speechless. The 
smaller but nicely muscled man turned around, displaying a 
lengthy tattoo on his back. Why didn’t he know this about 
the guy? Standing, he took several steps until he was within 
arms reach of Theron. 
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Without thought, he traced the Greek letters etched across 
those broad shoulders. KaA?TEPa 


va TEO?vELC 7? P8LOG nap? va O?PVEOAL yia Va CE?C 
“What does it say?” Michael asked in awe. 
“If you have to crawl to live, stand and die.” 


Michael’s eyes lifted to the back of Theron’s head. “That’s 
beautiful,” he whispered. He ran his fingers over the letters 
once more. His mind wasn’t on anything sexual until he 
heard a hiss from Theron. 


A split second later, Theron broke away and turned around. 
“Not a good idea.” Why? Michael wanted to scream. The 
dark brown pebbled nipples in front of him clearly indicated 
Theron’s lust. “Why do you think it’s so bad to find a man 
attractive?” Theron reached for his shirt and put it back on. 
“I’m not going to discuss this with you. 


| came in to tell you dinner is almost ready.” 


Michael watched Theron flee from his room like he couldn’t 
get away fast enough. He knew he wasn’t crazy, Theron 
wanted him. So why wasn’t he taking what Michael had so 
obviously offered? A thought struck him. “Shit.” Maybe 
Theron had figured out what had happened to him and was 
disgusted. 


The more he thought about it, the more it pissed him off. It 
wasn’t his fault and he’d be damned if he’d pay for it. 


Marching into the kitchen, he backed Theron against the 
counter with his larger bulk. 


“Is it because | was raped? Is that why you don’t want to 
have anything to do with me? You think I’m dirty now, used 
goods? Is that it?” 


Theron’s jaw hung open in apparent shock. “No, that’s not 
it.” Michael’s anger quickly turned into need. He grabbed 
the back of Theron’s hair and tilted the shorter man’s head 
up. Before he could stop himself, he crushed his lips to 
Theron’s. 


He heard a moan and suddenly Theron was kissing him 
back. Their tongues duelled for dominance in the tight 
confines of Theron’s mouth, as Michael ground his erection 
against the solid wall of the Greek man’s body. 


The spell was broken when Theron’s cell phone rang. Their 
kiss ended as it continued to ring. Theron’s pupils were 
dilated and his cock hard, if the press against Michael’s 
thigh was any indication. He sensed Theron’s shock at what 
they’d just done. Wrapping his arms THERON’S RETURN 
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around the smaller man, Michael tried to pull him even 
closer. “Please. God, please don’t push me away. | need 
you.” 


“I...| need to get that,” Theron mumbled. 


Michael shook his head no, and continued to hold tight. 
“There’s no one on the other end of that phone who needs 
you more than | do.” Theron closed his eyes and rested his 
head on Michael’s shoulder. “I can’t start something with 
you. It can’t lead anywhere, don’t you see? I'd be using you, 
just like all the others.” 


The reminder of just how many people had used him over 
the last several months finally got through to him. Michael 
released his hold and stepped away. “I get it. I’m damaged 
goods. Fine. At least you were honest.” He turned and 
walked out the kitchen door. 


Why the hell did they save him? He knew he was dirty, but 

the statement really rocked him. Why had Theron bothered 
giving him all the attention over the previous week? He just 
couldn’t wrap his mind around it. 


Wandering through the backyard, Michael made his way to 
the lake. The weather was already changing. If he hadn’t 
been so hurt, he’d have grabbed a jacket before storming 
out. 


He sat at the end of the redwood dock, and dangled his feet 
over the water. He couldn’t stay here. Not with Theron. 


x kx OK x 
Theron watched from the window as Michael walked towards 


the lake. Theron struggled with himself. He knew Michael 
had misinterpreted what he’d said, but should he set the 


record straight? Maybe if Michael hated him it would be 
easier for both of them. 


He held his breath as Michael got closer to the water. Surely 
he wouldn’t do something crazy like jump into the freezing 
depths? He exhaled as Michael took a seat. From his 
posture, Theron could tell the man was hurting. Damn. The 
last thing he wanted was to cause him more pain. 


Turning to the living room, Theron grabbed a blanket from 
the back of the sofa and went outside. The least he could do 
was to clear up his earlier statement. He couldn’t take his 
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eyes off Michael the entire trek down. God, he’d been fired 
up earlier. In their brief passionate moment, he’d felt more 
than all his sexual conquests combined. 


He could so easily get lost in Michael’s arms. But at what 
cost? He was the only one to carry on the family name. He 
needed a son, and he knew giving into his feelings for 
Michael would only complicate things. 


He spread the blanket out over Michael’s broad shoulders 
and sat next to him. “Water’s pretty. Too bad it’s too cold to 
swim,” he said as an opener. 


When Michael refused to acknowledge him, Theron 
continued. “What | said back there...it wasn’t what you 
thought. | was talking about me, not you. | don’t know what 
kind of lovers you’ve had in your past. | was talking about 
my lovers and how | seem to do nothing but use people for 
sexual release.” 


Theron watched as Michael’s brows drew together. “You’ve 
never been in a relationship?” Michael finally asked. 


“Fake ones. It’s not that I’m not able to maintain a 
monogamous relationship. | just have never fallen in love. 
I’ve tried. Lord knows | have. But in the end, I can easily 
walk away. You don’t deserve that.” 


Michael turned towards him. “So you've already made up 
your mind that you’d never be able to fall in love with me?” 


“No. I’ve already made up my mind that I can’t allow myself 
to fall in love with you. | have certain responsibilities that | 
take very seriously. The Demakis name ends with me and 
my brothers. We don’t have a gaggle of cousins. My father 
was an only child.” Michael shook his head as if to clear it. “l 
don’t understand. Are you saying that for the first time you 
could fall in love with me?” 


Uncomfortable, Theron stood and started pacing. “I don’t 
know, but it doesn’t really matter. Family comes first. I’ve 
had that drilled into my head from a very early age. Being 
not only the oldest, but also the only one who doesn’t want 
to throw up at the thought of fucking a woman, the 
responsibility is squarely on me to produce an heir.” Michael 
stood and tucked the blanket more securely around his 
shoulders. “I understand what you're saying. | applaud the 
sentiment, but it doesn’t do either of us any good. What if | 
let you use me for sex?” Michael shrugged. “Everyone else 
has.” The offer was almost too tempting, but Theron knew it 
wouldn’t just be sex between the two of them. “Why in hell 
would you be willing to settle for that?” he finally asked. 
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“Maybe I’m the selfish one. Like it or not, I’m falling in love 
with you. Maybe | want to experience something real for the 
first time in my life, even if it is one-sided.” The sincerity in 
Michael’s voice was too much. Theron turned back towards 
the house. 


“Come on. Let’s eat before dinner is ruined.” 
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Chapter Five 


They were just finishing dinner when Theron’s cell phone 
rang. Shit. He’d forgotten to check the message from earlier. 
Retrieving the phone off the counter, he flipped it open. 


“Hello?” 
“Hey, where’ve you been?” Alec asked. 


“Here, just busy. What’s up?” Out of the corner of his eye, 
he watched as Michael stood and carried their plates to the 
sink. They’d barely said two words at dinner, both of them 
lost in their own thoughts. 


“Thought I’d give you a heads-up. Ma and Pops are on their 
way to town.” 


“What? Why?” 


“Ma heard there was someone in need of a little mothering. 
You know her, she can’t stay away.” 


“They can’t stay here,” Theron said. 


Alec chuckled. “I figured you’d say that. Demitri’s offered to 
put them up at his house.” Theron rolled his eyes. Poor 
Michael. “When are they coming in?” 


“In a couple of hours. Relax, they won’t make it out there 
until morning at the earliest.” Theron breathed a sigh of 
relief. He’d have plenty of time to prepare Michael for the 
onslaught of mothering that was coming his way. “Thanks 
for the warning.” Alec cleared his throat. “So what about 
you? You doing okay?” 


“Yeah, why wouldn’t 1?” 


“No reason. Just thought I’d ask. l'Il probably see you later in 
the week. Are you guys coming to the football game?” 


“| hadn't really thought about it. l'Il see what Michael wants 
to do and get back to you.” He looked around and noticed 
the table was cleared and the younger man was no where in 
sight. 


” 


“Gathering at Luc and Justin’s afterward. Keep it in mind. 


“Will do, talk to you later.” Theron hung up and went in 
search of Michael. 


He found him stretched on the couch in the great room 
watching television. Sitting in the large chair beside the 
sofa, Theron studied his housemate. 


THERON’S RETURN 

Carol Lynne 

30 

After a few moments, Michael looked up. “What?” 


“That was Alec. He called to warn us that my parents are 
coming into town.” Michael’s blond brows rose in question. 
“Us? What do | have to do with it?” Theron rubbed the back 
of his neck. “Well, you see, my ma is a little worrier, and she 
heard about what happened. | think she’s coming in to make 
Sure you're well taken care of. 


Of course Pops has to come to keep an eye on Ma.” Theron 
shrugged. “Sorry. That’s the problem with a close family, 
especially a Greek family.” Michael appeared to be lost in 


thought for several moments. “And they’re really okay with 
the whole gay thing?” He shook his head. “You're lucky.” 


“My brothers are lucky,” Theron clarified. “My parents don’t 
have any idea that I’ve ever been attracted to men.” He 
narrowed his eyes at Michael. “And they won't hear it from 
you. Understand?” 


“Yeah,” Michael agreed. “I know what it’s like to be in the 
closet with your parents. | probably should’ve just stayed 
there. | had no idea they’d react the way they did.” Theron 
wondered if Michael was opening himself up for a 
discussion. He decided a little prodding couldn’t hurt. “What 
did you do when they kicked you out?” Turning on his side, 
Michael’s gaze went back to the television. Theron thought 
he’d been dismissed, but then the younger man began to 
talk. 


“I went to my best friend, Steve’s house. Told him what 
happened and asked if | could crash for a while.” Michael 
stopped, once again lost in thought. “He told me he couldn’t 
house a homo, no matter how close we used to be.” Michael 
shrugged one shoulder. “It was the same with all the friends 
| thought | had. 


So, | was homeless. My only option was to go back to BK 
and beg Charlie to take me in.” Theron knew there was 
more to the story. “How did you get back to campus?” 
Michael’s face flushed. He tossed the remote on the coffee 
table and stood. “Thumbed. | think l'Il take a walk,” he said. 
Clearly their discussion was over. 


The mask of nothingness was back in place as Michael fled 
from the house. Leaning back in the chair, Theron closed his 
eyes. His first instinct was to run after the younger man and 
wrap him in his protective arms. 


He thought of what Michael had said earlier. Maybe he could 
indulge in a sexual relationship with Michael. No one would 
have to know, and as long as he was upfront about it only 
being a fling... 
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The press of his cock against the fly of his jeans let him 
know his body very much liked the idea. Standing, he went 
to his room and found the box of lubricated condoms he’d 
brought along. He hadn’t come into this planning to fuck 
Michael, but he was honest enough with himself to know the 
possibility was there. 


Before he could chicken out, Theron went in search of 
Michael. If all the man needed was to be held, he could live 
with it. The important thing was giving in to his attraction, if 
only for a little while. 


Stepping outside, he looked around. “Michael?” he called 
when he didn’t see him. 


“I’m here,” Michael finally answered. 


Trying to follow the voice, Theron rounded the back of the 
house. Michael was lying in a double-wide hammock. 
Perfect. Walking over, he stood and looked down at the 
gorgeous blond man. “Would you like some company?” he 
asked, gesturing to the hammock. 


Michael’s brows drew together. “Huh?” 


Smiling, Theron tapped Michael on the leg. “Scoot over.” 
Still looking confused, Michael readjusted making room 
beside him. Trying to steady the swaying woven fabric, 
Theron carefully joined Michael. He worked his arm under 
Michael’s neck and pulled the larger man to his chest. 


He held Michael until he eventually relaxed against him. The 
hammock swayed gently back and forth as he luxuriated in 
the feel of Michael in his arms. The leaves in the overhead 
trees slowly drifted down in a dance of yellow and orange. 
He wondered if he’d ever felt more content in his life. 


“Why are you doing this?” Michael finally asked. 


Theron thought about his answer for several moments 
before speaking. “Because | want to. For the short time 
we’re together, | want to live for myself and not my family 
obligations. 


Is that okay? You understand what I’m saying, right?” 


“Yeah.” Michael snuggled his body closer and raised his face 
for a kiss, his eyes pleading with Theron to give him what he 
needed. 


No longer willing to deny himself, Theron closed the 
distance. He moaned at the first swipe of his tongue in 
Michael’s mouth. Addicting. The kiss went on for several 
long moments, both men exploring. 


Michael’s hand found its way under Theron’s T-shirt. “Nice,” 
he said, breaking the kiss. 
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Theron had never been so turned on by anyone. Every 
scrape of Michael’s nails across his hairy chest was ecstasy. 
He’d had women in the past who'd begged him to shave or 
wax the thick black hair. Trimming on a weekly basis had 
become his only concession. 


Michael tugged on the shirt until he finally worked it over 
Theron’s head. Theron’s cock went painfully hard when 
Michael’s mouth captured one very aroused nipple. “Christ,” 
Theron moaned. 


As Michael continued to lick and suck, his hand wandered its 
way down Theron’s abdomen to the button of his jeans. 
After slipping the button through its hole, Michael unzipped 
him. 


Theron’s body automatically thrust towards Michael’s hand 
as warm fingers wrapped around his cock. 


“Shit,” Michael said, slowly running his hand up and down 
Theron’s length. 


“Shit is right,” Theron groaned. He knew he wouldn't last 
long, especially with Michael’s mouth still torturing his 
sensitive nipples. 


“You are a Greek god,” Michael murmured. 


Theron grinned. He knew he was above average in size, but 
he’d never considered himself a god. Still, it was nice to 
have a lover who appreciated his attributes. 


As Michael’s hand began to jerk him, the hammock swung 
faster and faster. Afraid they’d both get dumped, Theron 


reached down and stilled Michael’s hand. “Perhaps we 
should take this to solid ground.” 


Michael shook his head no. “I’m afraid if we stop you'll 
change your mind.” Theron covered Michael’s hand still 
wrapped around his cock. “Does this feel like it’s going to 
deflate any time soon?” 


“It’s not your cock I’m worried about,” Michael confessed. 


Theron shook his head. “As long as the two of us are alone, 
you're mine.” Michael looked into his eyes and nodded. “l 
only have one more question.” Theron took the opportunity 
to run his fingers through all that silky blond hair on display. 
“Anything you want.” 


“How’re we gonna get up without getting dumped on our 
asses?” Theron started to chuckle, and pulled Michael’s 
head closer for another deep kiss. 


x k OK x 
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As Theron led him into the house, Michael’s stomach was 
churning. Why had Theron changed his mind so quickly? He 
wanted to ask, but decided not to look a gift horse in the 
mouth. His new lover had made it perfectly clear it would 
only be a short-term affair, and Michael decided to wring all 
the joy he could out of the next couple of weeks. 


Instead of going upstairs, Theron guided him into the great 
room. He turned and pulled Michael into his arms. “My first 


inclination was to take you up and bury my cock as deep as 
possible in this sexy ass of yours, but after thinking about it, 
| think we should start slow.” 


“Slow? | thought this was only a short-term thing? We don’t 
have time for slow,” Michael tried to argue. 


Theron seemed to think about it a few moments before he 
spoke. “You’ve been through a lot lately. | think it would be 
better to wait a few days. That doesn’t mean | don’t plan on 
kissing you silly in the meantime.” 


“What about this?” Michael asked and rubbed his hand over 
Theron’s still exposed erection. 


“That,” Theron said, kissing Michael’s neck, “will happen 
any time I’m this close to you. There are many ways to 
relieve that particular ache without fucking. Regardless, we 
have to play it safe.” 


“Because of all the guys I’ve been with?” Michael asked. 
“Yeah. Unless of course you used condoms every time.” 


“I did until...” Michael stopped himself. “Okay, we use 
condoms.” Theron pulled Michael down on the couch. 
Wrapping his arms around him again, Theron kissed the top 
of his head. “Until what?” If he told the truth, would it be a 
deal-breaker for Theron? What if this gorgeous man holding 
him was turned off by what had happened? 


As if reading his mind, Theron continued. “You can tell me. | 
won't think any less of you.” 


Even though Theron was quite a bit smaller than he was, 
Michael buried his head against the hairy chest. “In LA. The 
guys who drugged me and tied me up didn’t use anything. 


They did some blood tests at the hospital and they were 
clear, but it’s still early.” He could feel Theron’s increased 
heartbeat against his cheek. “When will you tell me what 
really happened in LA?” 
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Michael’s spine stiffened and he pulled away from Theron’s 
embrace. “Is that what this is about? Are you trying to 
seduce me to get me to talk?” He started to stand, but 
Theron pulled him back down. Looming over him, Theron’s 
eyes narrowed. “My being attracted to you has nothing to 
do with my job. I’m not even your psychiatrist. | asked you 
about what happened because | care. I’m just not sure how 
far to go physically if | don’t have all the facts. The last thing 
| want is to add to the pain of those few days in California.” 


“I’m not ready to talk about it,” Michael confessed. 


Theron nodded and kissed him. “And | can’t make love to 
you until | Know more. | guess it'll be kisses and hugs for the 
foreseeable future.” Theron kissed him again. “That’s fine 
with me. The last thing in the world | want is to push you 
into something you might not be mentally prepared to 
handle.” 


“I’m not crazy,” Michael whispered. 


Theron peppered several kisses along Michael’s neck and 
jaw. “No, | don’t think you are, but | think there are things 
you haven’t dealt with.” THERON’S RETURN 
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Chapter Six 


Sipping his first cup of coffee of the day, Theron wasn’t 
prepared for the loud knock on the door. He hadn’t gotten 
much sleep the previous night and his pain relievers had yet 
to kick in. 


Bracing himself, he opened the door. His parents stood 
waiting to be admitted with a smiling Demitri right behind 
them. He put his finger over his lips. “Shhh, Michael’s still 
sleeping.” Who wouldn’t be at seven in the morning? He 
knew if he’d have slept with Michael, he’d still be curled 
around the younger man, but they’d parted ways around 
midnight. 


“How's my boy?” Althea said, wrapping her arms around 
Theron. 


He returned his mom’s hug and kissed the top of her head. 
“Morning, Ma.” Althea stepped back and Stavros embraced 
him. Predictably, his dad pounded him so hard on the back 
he would’ve toppled without the strong body supporting 
him. “Morning, Pops.” 


Stavros released him and looked him up and down. “Are you 
losing weight?” 


“No. You’ve just been around Demitri too long. I’m the small 
son, remember?” Lord knew he’d been reminded of it 
enough during his life. It sucked being the older smaller 
brother to two men like Alec and Demitri. Once they’d hit 
puberty, he’d never been able to beat them at anything. 


Theron gestured to the kitchen. “Come on in and have some 
coffee.” He led the way to the kitchen, but wasn’t the least 


bit surprised when his ma pushed him towards the table. 


“I'll take care of it. Have you eaten breakfast?” the tiny 
older woman asked. 


Theron shook his head. “I thought I’d wait for Michael.” 
Althea stopped what she was doing and held a hand to her 
breast. “How’s the poor dear doing?” 


Rolling his eyes, Theron smiled. Oh boy, Michael had no idea 
what he was in for. “He’s doing better.” Just thinking about 
the way Michael had felt in his arms the previous evening, 
had Theron’s cock half-hard. 


“Speak of the devil,” Demitri said. 
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Looking away from his mom, Theron smiled at Michael’s 
tousled blond hair as he stepped into the kitchen, wearing 
nothing but a pair of jeans unbuttoned at the top. Theron’s 
mouth watered as his eyes followed the thin line of brown 
hair that disappeared behind the fly of the tight faded jeans. 


Michael stopped in his tracks when he saw the room full of 
people. “Excuse me. | didn’t know we had company. l'Il go 
up and throw on a shirt.” Before anyone could object, 
Michael turned and quickly walked back out the door. 


When Theron finally turned back around, he found not only 
Demitri, but his ma staring at him as well. “What?” he 
asked. 


Althea said nothing but turned to dig in the fridge. “l'Il make 
breakfast.” His pops had already picked up the morning 
paper and was buried in the financial section. 


“Can | talk to you?” Demitri asked. 


Theron rolled his eyes. Shit. Knowing Demitri wouldn’t give 
up, he gestured to the back door. “Let’s take a stroll down 
by the lake.” 


They both grabbed jackets and went out into the early 
morning sunshine. They walked for several moments before 
Demitri subtly put his hand on Theron’s shoulder. “Have you 
told him?” 


Theron stopped and looked up at Demitri. “Told him what?” 
“That you’re falling in love with him.” 


Chuckling, Theron shook his head. “You're crazy.” He knew 
his brother was just fishing. No way could he know how 
Theron was beginning to feel about Michael. 


Demitri’s hand gripped his shoulder a little tighter. “You may 
be able to fool Ma and Pops, but | saw the way you looked at 
him. Have you slept with him yet?” Theron’s mouth opened 
and closed several times. He wanted to deny everything 
that Demitri said, but he couldn’t lie, not to his brother. “No. 
He’s not ready yet. Not until | know exactly what’s 
happened to him.” 


“Does he know the way you feel?” 


“He knows I’m attracted to him. He also knows that when or 
if we make love, it'll only be a temporary arrangement. I’ve 
made it all quite clear that | have other obligations I’ve yet 
to fulfil.” 
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Demitri released him and stepped back like Theron had 
struck him. “What? What the fuck are you thinking? You 
can’t tell a man as confused as Michael that you like him, 
but only for a little while. Are you fucking insane?” 


“No. I’m honest.” 


“Bullshit. You’re scared and trying to hide behind some 
messed up idea that you have to provide an heir. You know, 
even if you do give up all happiness to fuck a woman and 
impregnate her, what’s to say you'll even have a boy? What 
if you have a whole string of girls? Not that they wouldn’t be 
loved, but hell, Theron, think about it.” Girls? Shit. He ran 
his fingers through his hair. “It would kill Ma and Pops if | 
didn’t give them grandchildren.” 


Demitri threw up his hands in apparent disgust and walked 
back towards the house. “I give up.” He started to reach for 
the door but stopped and turned around. Demitri put his 
hands on his hips and took a deep breath. “Don’t give up 
your own happiness out of a sense of duty. It’s not worth it, 
not for you, and especially not for Michael.” 


“Let me worry about Michael,” Theron said. He watched his 
brother step back into the house and turned to look out over 
the lake. Demitri was right, he knew that. He should’ve 
never started something with Michael, at least not until he 
had his own shit figured out. 


Stuffing his hands in his pockets, Theron thought of what 
he’d already shared with Michael. Although it was nothing 


more than kissing and a little light petting, he truly felt he’d 
made love to the younger man. 


“Theron? You okay?” 


He turned to see Michael standing just outside of the 
kitchen door. Unable to help himself, he smiled. Michael had 
that affect on him. Despite everything the guy had been 
through in the previous few months, he still seemed so 
damn innocent. 


Demitri’s words slammed into him. Damn, I’m screwed up. 
With a plan in place, Theron walked towards Michael. “I’m 
fine.” He brushed Michael’s hand with his own before 
entering the house. 


He walked up to his ma and kissed her on the cheek. “Will 
you be here for a little while? There’s something | need to 
do,” he whispered in her ear. 


Althea looked up at him and smiled sadly. “Yes, there is. l'Il 
be here for as long as you need me.” 


“Thanks.” 
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Without taking the time to examine what his mother meant, 
Theron turned to the rest of the room. “I’m going out for a 
while, but | shouldn’t be long.” 


“Joe’s office doesn’t open until nine,” Demitri said. 


Theron looked at his brother. He hadn’t said anything about 
seeing Joe. Was he that transparent? He decided to ignore 
the comment in front of his pops and Michael. “I won’t be 
long,” he said again. Theron waved as he walked out of the 
kitchen. 


x OK OK x 


Michael watched Theron’s retreating back. He could tell by 
the set of those broad shoulders that something was 
bothering him. Was he having second thoughts? Michael 
hoped not. The previous night had meant so much to him, 
given him a reason to get out of bed despite the early hour. 


Slightly uncomfortable, Michael began to shift from foot to 
foot in the doorway. Should he sit and eat the breakfast Mrs. 
Demakis was setting on the table? 


A whistle from Demitri got his attention and he looked over. 
The tall handsome Greek gestured to a chair. “Make yourself 
comfortable. Ma always cooks enough for an army.” With a 
Slight nod, Michael took a seat. He put his hands in his lap, 
hiding the scars below the table. “Is there anything | can do 
to help, Mrs. Demakis?” Althea chortled and shook her head. 
“Men don’t belong in my kitchen, but thank you for asking.” 


He watched as she poured flour into the hot skillet, 
evidently making sausage gravy. It was easier to focus on 
the mundane tasks of food preparations than to look at the 
two larger-than-life men at the table. 


Demitri’s voice broke into his thoughts. “So, when’s your 
next appointment with Joe?” Michael shifted in his chair. He 
was still coming to terms with the embarrassment over his 
attempted suicide and wondered how much Theron’s 
parents knew. “Wednesday,” he mumbled. 


Mrs. Demakis must have picked up on his unease. After 
setting the platter of biscuits on the table, she placed a 
hand on his shoulder. Not a word was said, but the gentle 
squeeze put Michael’s mind at ease. 
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He managed to eat more than he had in the previous weeks. 
After taking his plate to the sink, he turned to Demitri. “Can 
| talk to you?” He hated going behind Theron’s back, but he 
hoped Demitri could give him a little insight into his 
brother’s behaviour. 


Demitri refilled his coffee cup and took it out with him as 
they walked towards the lake. 


“This is a beautiful house,” Demitri commented. 


“Yeah,” Michael agreed. He didn’t know where to start. They 
sat in the comfortable lawn furniture overlooking the clear 
blue water. He was still trying to formulate his questions in 
his mind when Demitri spoke. 


“He likes you, you know.” 


Michael looked up from the grass. “Sometimes | think he 
does, but then he goes cold.” Michael shrugged. “I know 
about the grandchild thing.” 


“That’s bullshit,” Demitri said. “He’s running scared and 
using that as an excuse. | told him as much earlier.” 


That helped Michael feel a little better. At least Theron had 
tried to talk to Demitri about it. Maybe there was hope for a 
real relationship after all. “Do you know where he went?” 


Demitri shook his head and took a sip of coffee. “Hopefully 
to see Joe, but no tellin’.” Demitri seemed to study him for a 
few moments before continuing. “Is he the reason?” Demitri 


asked, gesturing to Michael’s bandages. 


Michael thought of all he’d been through in the previous few 
months and how ashamed he’d felt over them. Theron 
leaving was only the icing on the cake. “Some,” he finally 
admitted. 


“I love my brother and he’s a damn good man, but no one’s 
worth killing yourself over. 


You've a long life ahead of you. Do yourself a favour and 
talk to Joe, or hell, talk to Theron, but make sure you talk 
about it. Whatever’s eating you needs to be purged. You’re 
a good guy, and | hope that one day you'll believe it again.” 
Demitri drained his coffee cup and stood. “I need to get 
back home. I’m sure | can get Pops to go with me, but | 
think you’re stuck with Ma for the rest of the afternoon.” He 
smiled. 


“Does she know?” Michael asked. 


“Of course. We don’t keep anything from them. Well, usually. 
| have a feeling Pops would set Theron straight if he knew 
why he was holding back with you.” Demitri must’ve 
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seen the worry in Michael’s face. He held up a hand. “Stop 
right there. Ma and Pops are only here to add their support. 
They won't judge.” 


“But they don’t even know me,” Michael said in awe. 


“They know their sons and if we’re concerned about 
someone we care about, they’re concerned. It’s just the way 
our family works. Ma will make sure you’re mothered. She 
needs it, and | think you do, too.” With a final nod, Demitri 
walked back to the house. 


Once alone, Michael looked around the yard. The hammock 
looked inviting. He hadn’t slept much the previous night and 
with Theron gone, there wasn’t much else to do anyway. 


As he eased himself onto the hammock, he thought about 
Theron. Was he really talking to Joe? And if he was, what 
would Joe tell him? 


He drifted to sleep with high hopes for his future, quite a 
contrast from his thoughts of the previous week. 
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Chapter Seven 


“Hello?” 
“Hey, it’s me. Where’s Pops?” Theron asked Demitri. 
“Asleep on the couch. You coming over to talk to him?” 


“Yeah.” He knew if he didn’t get it over with he’d talk 
himself out of it. 


“Good. l'Il make myself scarce. Just let yourself in,” Demitri 
said. 


“Thanks.” 


“Don’t thank me. I know what it’s like to have that kind of 
talk with Pops.” A huge part of him was glad his brothers 
had already paved the road he was about to travel. He just 
hoped like hell his dad wouldn’t be too disappointed in him. 
Of course, things with Michael may not work out and his 
parents might get their grandchildren after all. 


However, after talking things through with Joe, he knew he 
owed it to Michael to give him all he had. He’d also set up 
regular sessions for himself as well as Michael. 


Theron pulled into Demitri’s long driveway. The home he 
and Aaron had built turned out beautifully. He couldn’t help 
but to wonder what it would be like to settle down with 
Michael. Would it work between them, or would Michael 
want to continue doing the things other twenty-three year 
old guys did? Theron was beyond nights spent in bars and 
dance clubs. He was ready to spend quiet nights at home. 


Hell. Would Michael even be willing to move to New York? 
Theron shook his head. He knew he was getting way ahead 
of himself. He wasn’t even sure if it would work between 
them and he was already planning the rest of Michael’s life. 


Getting out of the rental car, Theron walked up the front 
steps and quietly let himself into the house. Stavros wasn’t 
on the couch where Demitri said he’d be. He heard a noise 
coming from the kitchen and smiled. No doubt his pops was 
looking for something sweet. 


Whenever he managed to get a few moments away from 
Althea, he was like a kid. 


Theron quietly made his way to the kitchen. Yep, his pops 
was sitting at the table with a tall glass of milk and a nice 
sized stack of cookies. “Caught ya,” Theron teased. 


Stavros looked up and grinned. “Shhh, don’t tell on me.” 
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Theron walked over and grabbed a handful of homemade 
peanut butter cookies from the jar. “I won’t tell if you don’t.” 
He fixed his own glass of milk and joined his pops. 


They ate several cookies in silence. Theron was aware of the 
looks his dad threw at him occasionally. “How’re things 
going in New York?” Stavros asked. 


Theron shrugged and took a sip of milk. “It’s okay. | hate 
having Alec and Demitri clear across the country though.” 


“So move,” his pops said. 


“My life’s in Manhattan,” Theron argued. 


“And Manhattan is empty of all the people you love. Your 
mother and | have been thinking about relocating out here. 
It would be nice if you followed suit.” Could he move to 
Idaho? Theron honestly didn’t know if the small town life 
was for him. He liked having the things he enjoyed within 
close proximity. Perhaps San Francisco or Seattle would be a 
better fit? He’d be a hell of a lot closer to his family while 
still living the city life he enjoyed. What would Michael 
think? Theron shook his head. He had to stop doing that. 


“What’s on your mind?” Stavros asked. 


Theron swallowed. He wasn’t sure if he was ready for this 
conversation. He decided to feel his pops out a little before 
opening himself fully. “Are you getting tired of waiting for 
me to give you a grandchild?” 


Stavros stopped chewing and set his cookie on the table. 
“Did you get some girl in trouble?” 


“No. Oh god, no. | was just wondering.” 


With a small nod, his pops resumed eating. “I honestly 
haven’t given grandchildren much thought in years. Why 
are you asking?” 


“I’m just not sure if l'Il ever be able to give them to you. | 
know the Demakis name will end if | don’t, but | haven’t 
found anyone | want to have them with.” His pops made a 
disgusted sound. “The Demakis name will continue 
regardless. You have cousins back in Greece to ensure that.” 


“Yeah, but they won’t be of our immediate family.” 


“So?” Stavros looked at Theron like he was crazy. “lII be 
long dead by the time you three boys leave this earth. My 
legacy is the three of you. I’m not responsible for what 
comes after.” 
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“So you're saying that I’m responsible for making sure that 
things continue?” Theron questioned. 


“No. You’re responsible for those you love. If you fell in love 
with a woman and had a child then yes, you’d be 
responsible for them.” Stavros’ eyes narrowed. “Is this 
about the boy?” 


“Sort of,” Theron admitted. “Does that disappoint you?” He 
held his breath waiting for his pops answer. 


Stavros sighed. “What disappoints me is you asking these 
questions. How could you ever believe I’d think any less of 
you for following your heart? Have you learned nothing from 
Demitri and Alec? l'Il admit it wasn’t an easy thing to hear 
the first time Alec came to me as a young man. But when | 
see how happy he is with Max, I’m filled with joy. The same 
goes for Demitri. Aaron’s a wonderful addition to the family. 
| don’t Know much about this young Michael fellow, but | 
know you. If you think he’ll make you happy, that’s enough 
for me and your ma.” 


Theron felt like breaking down. The relief that he wouldn’t 
lose the respect of his pops meant more to him than he ever 
would’ve admitted to himself. 


“I don’t know what’s going to happen with Michael, but | 
owe it to him to give things a chance.” 


“Maybe you can help ease those demons within him. The 
only thing I ask is that you make sure he’s of sound mind 
before getting in too deep. | won’t have you hurt if he tries 
to end his life again.” 


Theron nodded. “I Know exactly what you’re saying, Pops. 
There are things he isn’t willing to tell me yet. But I’m 
working on it.” Theron decided to confess everything. “I told 
him | could only have a short affair with him, because | 
thought | needed to do you proud and produce a 
grandchild.” 


Out of nowhere, his pops reached across the table and 
cuffed him on the side of the head. “Shame on you. Not only 
for thinking so little of me, but for offering that boy so little 
of yourself. No wonder he won't tell you everything. | 
wouldn’t either if | was in his position.” 


Theron rubbed his head, feeling like he was ten-years old 
again. “l'Il make things right.” 
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“Yes you will.” Stavros stood and took his empty glass to the 
sink. “And don’t tell your ma about my snack.” 


“No, sir, | won't.” He gave his pops a kiss on the cheek 
before leaving. As he got into his car, he realised he was 
smiling. “That wasn’t so bad,” he said aloud. He rubbed the 
side of his head again. Damn his pops had a big hand. 


x k OK OX 


Theron found his ma in the laundry room. “What’re you 
doing?” he asked her. 


“Folding the sheets,” Althea answered. 


“But we’ve only been here for one night, | doubt they’re 
dirty.” 


“| needed something to do. That young man has been 
asleep all afternoon. By the way, | fried up a batch of 
chicken and put it into the refrigerator.” Theron leaned over 
and gave his ma a kiss on the top of her head. “Thanks. 
Where’s Michael sleeping?” 


“Outside. Can you take me back over to Demitri’s? | want to 
get started on supper for your father.” 


“It’s only two o'clock,” Theron said. 

“And?” 

“Nothing. Just kind of early to start dinner.” 

“I want to make some psomi, Mr. Nosy Pants.” 


Theron’s stomach growled at the thought of the crusty 
country bread. “Okay. l'Il take you over to Demitri’s if you 
promise to make an extra loaf.” 


“You're resorting to blackmail?” Althea chuckled. “Luckily | 
can be bought.” After writing Michael a quick note and 
leaving it on the kitchen table, Theron took his ma back to 
Demitri’s. 


When he returned to the lake house, he immediately went 
around back to speak with Michael. The empty hammock 


informed him his soon-to-be lover was awake. With a broad 
smile, he went to find him. 


Theron heard the shower running upstairs as he entered the 
kitchen. Perfect. He jogged up the steps and went into his 
room, retrieving a couple of condoms. He still planned to 
stick by his guns regarding intercourse, but he saw no 
reason they couldn’t enjoy a little playtime. 


THERON’S RETURN 
Carol Lynne 
45 


Hopefully Michael would eventually open up to him and he 
could make love to the man. He hoped Michael didn’t see it 
as blackmail. That wasn’t the reason at all. Theron simply 
refused to make love to the man until he knew what might 
trigger painful memories for Michael. 


He’d been a doctor for a long time and he’d learned that 
memories had a way of clouding the happiest occasions. 


He stripped out of his clothes and picked up the foil packets 
from the bed. Armed with new resolve, Theron eased his 
way into the bathroom. He slid the fogged glass door aside 
and feasted his eyes on the younger man. “Damn you’re 
beautiful,” he commented. He quickly noticed the plastic 
wrap around the bandages on Michael’s wrists. 


Michael spun around, eyes big as saucers. “Theron,” he 
gasped, holding his chest. 


“What are you doing in here?” 


“Seeing if you'll let me join you,” he answered. 


Michael grinned and took a step back leaving room for 
Theron. Climbing into the stall, Theron placed the condoms 
on the small shelf with a smile. “For later. First | want a 
kiss.” He pulled Michael into his arms and dove in. He 
nipped that plump bottom lip he loved so much before 
delving his tongue inside. Michael’s mouth was an absolute 
dream. The thought of these wonderful lips wrapped around 
his cock had him hard and aching in no time. 


As the kiss progressed in intensity, Michael began rubbing 
against him. The sounds of their mutual passion grew until 
their grunts and moans could be heard over the pounding 
water. 


Reaching blindly for the shelf, Theron grabbed one of the foil 
packets and held it up. 


“Do you mind?” he asked, breaking the kiss. 


Michael shook his head and started to fall to his knees. 
Theron reached down and pulled him back up. “No. | want to 
make you feel good this first time.” He opened the wrapper 
with his teeth and took another kiss as he rolled the condom 
down Michael’s impressive erection. 


Theron slowly licked his way down to circle Michael’s nipples 
with his tongue. 


Michael’s hands cupped the back of Theron’s head as a 
moan erupted from his throat. “Yes.” Grinning, Theron went 
to his knees and traced the chiselled torso in front of him 
with his lips and mouth. Damn the man was built. He slowly 
moved his way down to the nest of closely cropped blond 
hair surrounding Michael’s condom covered cock. 
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Before taking the thick length into his mouth, he nuzzled 
Michael’s heavy balls, the light covering of fur tickling his 
nose and lips. Sucking first one and then the other into his 
mouth, Theron sucked on the sensitive orbs until Michael’s 
fingers dug into his hair. “Need it,” Michael groaned. 
“Please.” 


Theron looked up. “You never have to beg. | was an ass 
before, and I’m sorry.” Michael grabbed the root of his cock 
and put his crown to Theron’s lips. “Suck me.” Theron 
eagerly circled the head with his tongue before going 
deeper. The heavily veined cock felt right in his mouth. He 
wondered how long it would be before he could taste 
Michael without the bitter taste of latex between them. Six 
months? 


Cupping the cheeks of Michael’s ass, he squeezed. Michael 
groaned and began fucking Theron’s mouth in earnest. Yes, 
this is what he loved about sex, the unbridled passion 
between two people, when you were out of your mind with 
pleasure. 


As Michael’s cock moved in and out, Theron ran his fingers 
up the crease of the muscular ass he’d been secretly 
fantasising about. His lover shivered under his hands as his 
finger brushed the puckered hole. “Fuck,” Michael yelled as 
Theron pressed his middle finger inside the tight ring of 
muscles. Damn. He wanted in. 


Michael reached down and held the base of the condom as 
his body pumped the thin barrier full of seed. Theron 
continued his ministrations until Michael’s cock was milked 
dry. 


He released his hold and stood, giving Michael another 
blistering kiss. “I can’t wait to taste you for real,” Theron 
whispered against Michael’s lips. 


Michael moaned and clung to Theron’s shoulders. “Water’s 
getting cold.” Theron reached behind him and turned the 
water off. He backed Michael up until the younger man was 
against the tiled wall. Pressing himself against the taller, 
stronger body, he began to grind against his lover. 


Oh god, he couldn’t get close enough. His resolve to wait 
before fucking Michael almost shattered. “Need,” he 
grunted, humping against Michael’s leg like a dog on the 
prowl. 


Michael insinuated his muscled thigh between Theron’s legs 
and added his own pressure to Theron’s aching cock. The 
rougher treatment was all Theron needed to come, 
exploding his cum between their still wet bodies. 


Michael’s strong arms helped hold him up while his body 
continued to convulse with the aftershocks of one of the 
most extreme orgasms of his life. His lover helped turn him 
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around to face the showerhead. “Let’s get rinsed off. Gonna 
be cold but it’s better than being sticky and crusty all 
evening.” 


Theron nodded and braced himself for the cool blast of 
water. They quickly washed up before reaching for their 
towels. The left-over condom still on the shelf caught 


Theron’s eye and he smiled. Hopefully they could take 
another shower once the water heated. 


After wiping down his shoulders and hair, Theron wrapped 
the navy towel around his waist. “Ma made us some 
chicken. You hungry?” 


“I guess,” Michael answered. His down-turned head told 
Theron he was feeling insecure. That just wouldn’t do. 
Theron pulled the younger man into his arms and kissed 
him. 


“We have a lot to talk about, but know this. I’m willing to 
see how far this thing between us can go. I’ve talked to Pops 
and I’m not going to worry about the Demakis legacy. 


It’s just you and me. Where we go from here is up to us.” 
Michael’s green eyes smiled before his mouth did. 
Gorgeous. Absolutely fucking gorgeous. 
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Chapter Eight 


“and that was when | decided I'd be better off dead,” 
Michael finished. Joe handed him a tissue and Michael wiped 
the stray tears. He hated confessing this stuff. He felt dirty 
just talking about it. 


“Have you told Theron?” Joe asked. 


“No. And | don’t plan to. | Know | need to tell him all the gory 
details of LA, but the other stuff was my own doing. | don’t 
think he’d look at me the same way if | did. Besides, he 
doesn’t need to know that his previous rejection tipped me 
over the edge. Theron’s too good a man to have that on his 
conscience.” 


Joe nodded. “How do you feel about trying to take your own 
life? Will you do it again if things with Theron don’t work 
out?” 


The thought of Theron walking away from him caused more 
tears to trickle down his cheeks. “I don’t think so, but...” 


“But what?” Joe prodded. 


“If | tell him and he’s disgusted by me...” God, he didn’t 
even want to think about it. 


He knew now that his friends cared about him, but his 
feelings for them paled in comparison to what he was 
beginning to feel for Theron. 


Joe leaned forward in his chair and took Michael’s hands. “If 
he’s disgusted by the things that have happened, then he’s 
not the man we think he is.” Joe shook his head. “No. | don’t 


see that being an issue here. If things don’t work out 
between the two of you, you need to believe it’s not that. 
Relationships are hard even without the baggage the two of 
you will be dealing with. | think the best thing for you to do 
is to open up and tell Theron everything. 


Get it all out into the open from the beginning. Then if 
things don’t work out down the line you’ll know it wasn’t 
your past.” 


Michael started chewing the inside of his cheek, something 
he often did when he was nervous. Joe had a good point, but 
could he chance it? “Can | call you if things don’t go well?” 
he finally asked. 
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“You'd better,” Joe said. “Despite what happens with Theron, 
| expect you in here Monday morning for your regularly 
scheduled session. If you need to talk over the weekend 
don’t hesitate to call. Rocco and | will be around.” 


“Thanks.” Michael stood and walked to the door. He knew 

Theron was on the other side in the waiting room being as 
Supportive as any lover could be. Did he have the strength 
to open up? 


“Michael?” Joe asked from behind him. 
“I’m okay,” he said. “Just gathering courage.” 


“That’s good. Take all the time you need.” 


After a few deep breaths, Michael opened the door and 
came face to face with the man he loved. “Everything 
okay?” Theron asked with concern in his eyes. 


“No. But at least I’m on the right track. Do you care if we 
stop by BK before going back to the lake house? | need to 
talk to Charlie.” He had a lot of apologising to do and 
Charlie was top on the list. 


“Sure.” Theron wrapped an arm around Michael and led him 
towards the parking lot. 


x OK OK k 


Theron watched as Michael and Charlie disappeared into 
Charlie’s apartment. He looked over at Jack. The larger-than- 
life retired marine looked uncomfortable. “It'll be okay,” he 
tried to soothe the big man. 


“Charlie hasn’t been sleeping well since Michael...” Theron 
nodded. “I think that’s why Michael wanted to come here 
today. He feels guilty for putting Charlie through that.” 


“He should,” Jack said. 


Theron bristled at the comment. He knew Jack was 
concerned for his lover. Hell, he’d feel the same way if the 
positions were reversed, but he couldn’t just sit back and 
allow Jack to think bad things about his man either. 


“I think when Michael slit his wrists he wasn’t thinking of 
how it would affect the rest of us. He only knew he needed 
the pain to stop.” Jack looked at Theron for several 
moments. “I hear what you’re saying. Hell, | like the kid, but 
it’s time for him to grow up and deal with what happened to 
him in LA.” THERON’S RETURN 
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Suddenly Theron was furious. How dare Jack make a 
statement like that? Fists clenched at his sides, Theron 
stood and looked down at the bigger man. “You self- 
righteous prick. 


Until you’ve been raped, don’t you dare condemn him for 
the way he’s handled it. You have absolutely no idea what 
Michael went through, or how you'd deal with it in the same 
position.” 


Theron was glad to see Jack’s face flush with 
embarrassment. “You’re right,” he admitted. “I don’t know 
what | would do in the same position, but | Know what it’s 
doing to the man | love. Either Michael deals with it, or he 
needs to stay away from BK.” 


“He’s trying to deal with it. What the hell do you think he’s 
in there talking to Charlie about? He’s in therapy three times 
a week. | think you could show a little more patience.” Now 
it was Jack’s turn to stand. “Patience? Charlie’s barely eaten 
anything since it happened. He throws up, has nightmares 
and wakes up crying at times. In his heart, he feels 
responsible for everything. The trip to LA was because of 
him, and Charlie carries that inside of him every damn day. 
The attempted suicide just added to the man’s guilt.” 
Theron couldn’t continue to argue with Jack. He knew they 
were both protecting the people they cared about. Holding 
out his hand, he waited. “Truce?” Jack shook his hand and 
nodded. “Care for some iced tea?” 


“Sounds good.” Theron followed Jack into the kitchen and 
took a seat at the island. 


“Has Charlie talked to Joe? | think it might help.” Jack set the 
glass down in front of Theron. “He sees Joe for his other 
issues, but I’m not sure if he’s talked to him about what 
happened to Michael.” He took a drink and looked over the 
rim of his glass. “So what about you and Michael? Am | 
wrong, or is something going on between the two of you?” 


“You're not wrong.” Theron spread his arms out to the side. 
“At the age of thirty-seven I’ve finally come out of the closet 
to my family and to myself.” 


“Congratulations.” 


“What are we congratulating?” Charlie asked, walking into 
the kitchen with Michael in tow. 


Theron turned on the stool and held out his hand. It looked 
as though Michael needed a shoulder to lean on, so he took 
the younger man into his arms. “You okay?” he whispered in 
Michael’s ear. The younger man gave him a tentative smile 
and nodded. 
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After a brief hug, Theron stood and turned to Charlie. It 
seemed Jack was doing his own brand of comforting. Charlie 
was nestled against Jack’s broad chest with his eyes closed 
as Jack murmured something in his ear. Deciding the two 
men had been through enough for one day, Theron spoke. 
“I’m gonna get Michael home. | thought maybe we'd have a 
weenie roast by the lake on Sunday if you'd like to come.” 


“We'll be there,” Charlie said, turning to face them. Michael 
broke away from Theron long enough to give Charlie a hug 
and kiss on the cheek. 


“Take care of him,” Charlie said to Theron. 


“Count on it,” he answered, wrapping his arm around 
Michael’s waist. 
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Michael put his hand on Theron’s thigh during the drive 
back to the lake house. He had so many things to think 
about. Charlie was in agreement with Joe that Theron must 
be told the truth about LA. What Michael needed to figure 
out was in what order the truth should be told. Did he start 
with LA, or before that? 


“Penny for your thoughts?” 


“Just thinking about my conversations with Joe and Charlie,” 
he hedged. Michael began to move his hand higher, inching 
closer to the man’s cock. 


“You trying to distract me?” Theron asked. 


It didn’t sound like much of a protest. As a matter of fact, 
Theron’s legs spread the slightest bit. In the previous few 
days, the two of them had managed to get each other off in 
a variety of ways without fucking. 


“I’m trying to get you interested,” he answered Theron’s 
earlier question. 


“With you I’m always interested, but we’re only a mile away 
from the house and | expect Ma is still there.” Theron gave 
Michael a heated look. “Rain check?” 


“Definitely.” Michael cupped Theron’s growing erection and 
gave his cock a slight squeeze. “I think we’re in for a pretty 
big storm.” Theron pressed his groin against Michael’s hand. 
“Let it pour.” They pulled up in front of the house and 
Michael removed his hand. Before getting out of the car, 
Theron reached across the console and pulled Michael into 
his arms. “Let’s see how fast we can get rid of Ma.” 


THERON’S RETURN 
Carol Lynne 
52 


Michael moaned as Theron’s tongue was thrust into his 
mouth. Damn, he wanted this man. The thought of all that 
passion being used to fuck him had Michael almost 
whimpering with need, as the kiss grew in intensity. 


“God, | want you,” Theron said, pulling back. 
“You can have me. All of me. Just say the word.” 


“Soon,” Theron answered, placing a kiss on the tip of 
Michael’s nose. 


Getting out of the car, they both had to stand on the porch 
for several moments before going inside. No sense scaring 
Mrs. Demakis. 


Theron’s eyes landed on Michael’s groin. “Ready?” 
“Not if you keep looking at me like that,” Michael chuckled. 


“Can't help it. I’d like to eat you with a spoon right now.” 
Michael’s cock once again went rock hard. “Great. Now l'Il 
be out here for another five minutes.” 


Theron grinned. “Take all the time you need. l'Il check on Ma 
and see if she’s ready to leave.” Before opening the door, 
Theron reached down and grabbed the bulge in Michael’s 
jeans. “Nice.” 


Michael felt his face flush, as he fought both embarrassment 
and the desire to come in his pants. “Go,” he ground out 
between his teeth. 


Theron gave him another heated look and opened the door. 
“Ma, you ready to go back to Demitri’s?” he asked, walking 
into the house. 


Michael turned and walked back down the steps. Going 
around the side of the house, he made his way towards the 
lake. Looking out over the water, his mind went back to the 
session with Joe. 


“Michael?” Theron called from the back door. 


Turning, he looked at the gorgeous man on the steps. Hot 
damn. How in the hell did I get this lucky? “Yeah?” 


“I'll be back in about thirty minutes.” 
“Okay. Tell your mom thanks for me.” 
“Will do.” 


Theron went back into the house and Michael turned back 
towards the lake. He heard car doors closing and the spit of 
gravel as Theron pulled out. The longer he stood there, the 
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warmer the sun became. Kneeling on the dock, Michael 
stuck his hand in the water. “Shit.” The water was pretty 
damn cold. Way too cold for swimming, but... 


With a big grin, Michael began to undress. He hadn’t been 
Skinny-dipping in years. 


And wouldn’t it just serve Theron right to come back to a 
naked man? Perfect. Folding his clothes neatly and setting 
them on top of his shoes, Michael dove into the frigid water. 


Upon entering the lake, the temperature almost took his 
breath away, but his body seemed to adjust quickly once he 
started swimming. When his arms tired, he turned to his 
back and began to float, glad there were no boaters on the 
lake. 


As he drifted, Michael came to several conclusions. He’d 
start with LA and work his way back. Nothing said he had to 
come clean about everything right away. Let Theron get 
used to what Michael didn’t have control over before 
slamming him with the things he’d done willingly. 


Swimming back to the dock, he pulled himself out of the 
water and stretched out on the warm wood of the dock. The 
warm caress of the sun as it dried him felt like heaven. The 
only thing better would be Theron’s face when he returned 
home. 


Resting on his back, he spread his legs and cupped his 
hands under his head as a pillow. He may be young, but he 
certainly wasn’t stupid. Michael knew this particular position 
showed his leanly muscled body to perfection. 


As he waited for Theron’s return, his eyes grew droopy. 
Because his mom insisted on making their beds and 


washing the sheets every day, Theron had decided it would 
be best for Michael to sleep in his own bed. 


He usually tried to wake around midnight or so, but more 
often than not, he’d get into his own bed and not sleep 
again for hours. Slowly, bit by bit, the two days he was kept 
drugged and tied up filtered back to him. The more he 
remembered the more horrified he became. 


The slamming of a car door roused him from his light doze. 
When the shadow fell over him, bringing with it 
goosebumps, Michael looked up. Theron was standing over 
him pulling off his shirt. 


“Hey,” Michael said without moving. 


“Are you a lake nymph that’s crawled out of the water for 
my personal pleasure?” Theron asked, unfastening his 
jeans. 
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“I’m anything you want me to be,” Michael answered. The 
sight of Theron’s thick cock, hard and ready, had him licking 
his lips. Michael untucked one of his hands from behind his 
head and wrapped it around his erection, stroking slowly. 


Theron’s eyes went wide as he tried to rid himself of his 
shoes. “Don’t move. Oh god, don’t move a muscle or I’m 
gonna come.” 


Michael’s hand stilled, pointing the dripping crown right at 
Theron’s face. “You’d better hurry then.” 


“I’m trying.” Theron’s actions were so disjointed he ended 
up falling on his ass beside Michael’s hip. With a growl of 
frustration, Theron finally pulled his jeans off and flung them 
to the side. Within seconds he was lying over the top of 
Michael. 


“Mmmm,” Michael moaned at the first contact of Theron’s 
cock against his. 


Theron began to grind against him as he closed the distance 
and thrust his tongue into Michael’s mouth. The deeper the 
kiss, the faster Theron’s hips moved. “Fuck me,” Michael 
cried. He knew Theron wouldn’t, but it didn’t hurt to ask. 


Pulling back, Theron looked down at him. “Turn over,” the 
stronger man commanded. 


Shocked, Michael flipped to his stomach and rose to his 
knees, his hands cushioning his face from the wood below. 


“I don’t have anything, but | think we can make it work.” 
Theron’s slick cock slid between the crevice of Michael’s 
ass. He didn’t breech him like Michael wanted, but the glide 
of the stiff member across his sensitive hole felt wonderful. 


Theron set a steady rhythm, basically jacking himself off 
with the aid of Michael’s channel. “Gonna,” Theron said 
seconds before Michael felt the first warm splash of seed on 
his back. 


It was good, but not quite enough to get Michael off. 
“More...something,” he panted. 


With his forehead resting on the centre of Michael’s back, 
Theron thrust two fingers inside Michael’s eager ass, 
pegging his gland on the first try. “Yes...oh fuck,” Michael 
yelled as Theron’s fingers fucked him hard and fast. 


Within moments, Michael’s sac drew up close to his body. 
The addition of a third digit sent him happily over the edge. 
His body jerked as his milk coloured cum painted the dock 
below. 


Collapsing, Michael turned over and pulled Theron into a 
deep kiss. “Wow,” he panted. 


“Mmm hmm,” Theron agreed. 
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From their position beside the water, Michael heard the 
ringing phone in the house. 


“Should we get that?” 
“Nope,” Theron answered. 
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Chapter Nine 


After dinner, Theron lit a fire and the two of them snuggled 
together on the couch. They didn’t bother turning on the 
television, choosing instead to get to know each other 
better. As Michael rested his head against Theron’s chest, 
they continued their game of twenty questions. Michael 
loved this, getting to know all the small details of Theron’s 
likes and dislikes. 


“Okay, so you like pistachio ice cream, Mexican food and 
action flicks. Next question. If you could have one other 
person with you on a desert island would you choose Brad 
Pitt or George Clooney?” 


“Brad Pitt all the way,” Theron answered immediately. “You 
look almost exactly like him.” 


“So I’ve heard,” Michael said, feeling his face flush. People 
often commented on his likeness to one of the world’s 
sexiest men. 


“What about you? Who would you pick?” 


“Well, if | couldn’t have you, I’d have to hope for Duane 
Johnson. Yum.” Theron got a funny look on his face. “Duane 
Johnson? Who’s that? Some guy in one of your classes?” 


Michael rolled his eyes. “Hello? ‘The Rock.’ Dark skin, black 
hair, muscles? Looks kinda like you? Any of this ringing a 
bell?” 


Theron chuckled. “Yes. But | look nothing like him. I’ve been 
told | resemble the guy from Lost though. You know, that 
guy that was on Party of Five?” Michael turned and bit 


playfully at Theron’s bare chest. “You’re way better looking 
than that guy. Trust me.” 


“I’m glad you think so.” 


They settled into a comfortable silence watching the fire. 
Michael knew there was no better time to open up to 
Theron. “I met a couple of guys at a bar in LA. They invited 
me back to their place to party.” He looked up into Theron’s 
dark brown eyes. “I'd done it plenty of times, so | didn’t see 
any harm in it.” 
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Theron leaned down and placed a soft kiss on Michael’s 
mouth. “Go on. I’m not going to judge you.” 


Feeling a little more at ease, Michael continued. “I have no 
idea where we ended up. It seemed like we drove around 
the hills for an hour. One of the guys, Jay, he said his name 
was, fixed me a drink. He must’ve put something in it, 
because the next thing | remembered was waking up on my 
stomach, tied to a bed.” 


Michael felt Theron’s arms tighten around him. “Evidently 
they were having a party and | was the entertainment.” He 
looked back up at Theron. “You get the idea, right? Or do 
you want all the gory details of the next day and a half?” 
Theron didn’t answer right away. He finally shook his head. 
“No. Not exactly, but | have a few questions. At any time did 
you bleed from your rectum?” 


“I don’t think so. | mean they kept me pretty out of it, but | 
don’t remember that happening. They mostly beat me and 
fucked me at the same time. Evidently it was one of their 
turn-ons.” 


Theron cupped Michael’s cheek. “You know we need to go 
back to California and file a police report.” 


“No,” Michael said, sitting up. “I won’t go back to LA. Ever. | 
don’t have any proof, and even if | did, | have no idea where 
| was.” Michael refused to tell Theron the real reason he 
didn’t want to file charges. He’d gotten everything he’d 
deserved after spending the prior month fucking and being 
fucked by anything that moved, both for money and for 
kicks. 


“Please, Michael?” 


“I’m sorry, but | can’t. | won’t.” He rested his head on 
Theron’s chest once again and slowly stroked the bronze 
muscled six-pack of his lover’s stomach. “I need to move 
on. | Know that now.” 


As he watched the flames flicker, Michael’s eyes grew 
heavy. He didn’t know if he’d told Theron enough, but it was 
all he could manage in one sitting. Maybe someday the 
details would come out as he continued to remember them. 
He fell asleep in Theron’s warm embrace, feeling safe from 
the outside world. If only he could stay here forever. 
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A knock at the door woke Theron the next morning. He 
opened his eyes and smiled. 


Michael was still sound asleep on his chest. “Wake up,” he 
whispered, running his fingers through Michael’s silky blond 
hair. 


Michael’s face turned to burrow further into the hair of 
Theron’s chest. The knock came again, this time followed by 
the ringing doorbell. “Ma’s here and she’s getting 
impatient,” Theron chuckled. 


Michael shot up off the couch wide eyed. “Shit,” he said, 
looking around for his discarded clothes. 


Happier than he’d been in ages, Theron reached for his own 
clothes and began dressing. Michael started for the stairs, 
but Theron pulled him back and into his arms. 


“Morning,” he said, kissing Michael. 


“Good morning.” Michael finally smiled. “l'Il go hop into the 
shower.” Theron nodded and watched his lover climb the 
Stairs. Turning his attention to the door, he walked over and 
unlocked it. “Morning, Ma,” he said, placing a kiss on her 
cheek. 


“It’s about time,” she said. Althea turned and waved at 
Demitri who honked and pulled out of the drive. 


Brushing past him, Althea strode straight to the kitchen. “Is 
Michael up yet?” Theron remembered the morning wood 
he’d felt against his thigh earlier. “Yeah. He’s in the shower.” 


“It’s chilly outside. How about a nice hot bowl of oatmeal 
with raisins?” Theron grinned. “I haven’t eaten oatmeal 


since | was a kid. Sounds good. While you're fixing it, l'II go 
up and get my own shower.” 


“Don’t forget to shave,” Althea said. 


Nodding, Theron left the kitchen. His ma had given him hell 
his entire adult life about his heavy five o’clock shadow. 
Most of the time he looked like one of those guys who 
purposely left the dark short hair on his face, but his was all 
natural. 


He rounded the corner in the hall and came face to face 
with Michael. With a mischievous look on his face, Michael 
reached down and opened his towel. Without even thinking 
of his ma downstairs, Theron sank to his knees and nuzzled 
the short blond hair surrounding Michael’s half-hard cock. As 
much as he loved the natural scent of a man, there was just 
something about the smell of freshly showered pubic hair 
that turned him on. He ran his tongue over Michael’s balls, 
Slipping them one at a time into his mouth. 
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Michael’s hands were buried in his hair as he slipped one leg 
over Theron’s shoulder. 


Theron worked his way up Michael’s cock and was almost to 
the crown when a loud clatter from the kitchen had him 
pulling back. Shit. He couldn’t believe he’d almost done 
that. Not only was it not safe, but his ma was cooking 
oatmeal for him for god’s sake. 


Theron groaned and placed a soft kiss on Michael’s hip 
bone. “You're dangerous to my control.” He stood and 
picked Michael’s towel up from the floor. “Ma’s making us 
breakfast. 


| hope you like oatmeal.” 


He pointed towards his cock. “I’m gonna go take care of 
this. l'II be down in a few.” Theron left a chuckling Michael 
standing in the hall as he entered his chosen room. 


They were lucky that all three guest rooms had their own en 
suite. The only stipulation the owners had made was that no 
one slept in the master bed. It made perfect sense to 
Theron. If it were his house, he wouldn’t want strangers 
coming in and sleeping in his bed either. 


Still, the view from the master bedroom was breathtaking. A 
solid wall of glass looked out over the lake below. He’d 
promised himself that he’d bring Michael in here at some 
point to watch the sunrise. Even though they couldn’t sleep 
in the bed, the owners had said nothing about the floor. 


Now that he was alone for the first time, Theron’s mind 
wandered back to the conversation he’d had with Michael 
the previous night. Despite the fact that Michael hadn’t 
given him specific details, Theron couldn’t help but to think 
he was hiding something. He couldn’t put his finger on what 
it was, but something... 


“Theron?” Michael called through the closed bathroom door. 
“Your mom said the oatmeal is going to be cold if you don’t 
hurry up.” 


“Tell her two minutes. | need to shave or she won't let me sit 
down at the table.” 


“Will do,” Michael replied. 


Squirting a large dollop of shaving gel into his palm, Theron 
worked it over his cheeks, jaw and neck. He briefly 
wondered what his ma would think if he came down the 
stairs with the beginnings of a goatee or moustache. 


With a smile, he cleaned the stray whiskers and left a nicely 
shaped beard and moustache. If she rode him too hard, he 
could always come back up and shave it, but he had a 
feeling Michael would enjoy the bristles against his skin. 
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After washing the rest of the shaving gel from his face, 
Theron headed back down to the kitchen. Michael’s jaw 
dropped when he walked into the room. Theron noticed the 
way his lover’s eyes flashed to his ma at the sink. 


For her part, Althea turned and rested her hand on her 
ample hip. Theron braced himself. “I like it,” she said and 
turned back around. 


Theron’s face must’ve shown his surprise because Michael 
started to laugh. Theron looked at the man across the table. 
“What about you? You gonna go all lazy and grow a beard?” 


Michael held up his hands. “Don’t look at me. | don’t grow 
enough hair to sport one.” Michael rubbed the area under 
his bottom lip. “Of course | could probably grow a few 
whiskers here if you’d like?” He ended the statement with a 
heated look. 


Theron’s eyes shot to his ma’s back before returning the 
look. “Do what you want. | won’t complain.” He hoped his 
voice hadn’t given away his desire for the younger man. 


Although he was sure that his ma knew of his relationship 
with Michael, there was no sense in making her 
uncomfortable. 


He dug into his now tepid bowl of oatmeal, sneaking looks 
at Michael the entire time. 


Once his bowl was rinsed and put into the dishwasher, he 
gave his ma a kiss on the side of the head. “Thanks for 
breakfast.” 


Althea chuckled and turned to address Michael. “No matter 
how old my boys get, they still like to be mothered now and 
then.” 


Theron’s smile dropped from his face when he saw the pain 
in Michael’s eyes at the statement. Shit. He’d have to talk to 
his ma about Michael’s parents. 


Deciding to change the subject, Theron clapped his hands. 
“So, what’s on the agenda for the day?” he asked Michael. 


Michael looked down at the table for a few heart beats 
before looking back at Theron. “I thought we could go 
fishing. | Saw some poles and a tackle box in the boat shed.” 
Theron chuckled. “I’m from New York. What makes you think 
| know the first thing about fishing?” 


“Nothing, but | happen to be an expert, and what better 
time to learn? Have you looked outside lately? There’s a 
huge body of water within steps of our back door.” 
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The thought of fishing did absolutely nothing for him, but 
spending time with Michael did. “Okay. Why don’t you go 
out and dig out the poles and stuff. | need to talk to Ma fora 
few minutes.” 


Michael rose and started to walk towards him. He suddenly 
stopped and looked at Althea. Theron grinned. Yeah, it 
would be nice when they could openly kiss each other 
goodbye. Hopefully the talk he was about to have with his 
mother would solve that problem. 


She was the only one left he hadn't officially come clean 
with. 


“See you in a few,” he said. Michael nodded and walked out 
into the morning sunshine. 


“| need to talk to you about Michael’s parents,” Theron said, 
leading his ma over to the table. 


“Did | say something wrong?” 


“Not really.” Theron went on to tell Althea the story of Mr. 
and Mrs. Storm and how they kicked him out and turned 
their back on him when he came out. 


“That’s awful,” Althea proclaimed. 


“Yeah. | think it started Michael on a path that led to his 
attempted suicide.” Althea reached across the table and 
took Theron’s hand. “Too bad those people don’t realise that 
a son’s sexuality has nothing to do with the relationship with 
his parents. You’re still my boy, no matter who you choose 


to love.” Was his ma hinting at something? “I take it Pops 
talked to you. | figured he would. The two of you haven't 
kept a secret from each other in over forty years.” Althea 
nodded. “He did. I’ve been waiting for you to mention it 
before | said anything, but I’m sick of washing two sets of 
sheets every day. Especially when | know you’re both 
Sleeping in the same bed.” 


Theron swallowed, not knowing what to say. “What about 
grandchildren?” 


“As long as you continue to let me hover and baby you 
occasionally, l'Il get over it.” She said with a smile. 


He could tell by the sincerity in her eyes that she’d meant 
every word. “You’ve got yourself a deal, besides, with 
Michael around, you have one more man to baby. | think 
part of him really needs it although he hasn’t said so.” 


“Everyone needs to be babied occasionally.” She waved her 
hands at him. “Go. Let the boy teach you how to fish. It’ll be 
good for you to get out in the fresh air for a change.” 
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He wasn’t about to tell his ma about his naked romp on the 
dock the previous day. 


“Okay.” He started to leave but stopped with the door open. 
“By the way. Michael and | fell asleep on the couch, so 
you're off sheet duty for the day.” 


“I’ve got a few things to take care of, so l'Il probably fix 
something and leave it to simmer on the stove. l'Il call 


Stavros and have him come and pick me up. You two boys 
enjoy the rest of this beautiful day.” 


Theron looked at his ma. He didn’t know if he’d ever loved 
her more than he did at that moment. Damn I’m lucky. “We 
will. Thanks again.” THERON’S RETURN 
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Chapter Ten 


“I can’t believe you went fishing,” Demitri laughed. “I’d 
have paid good money for that show.” 


Michael looked from brother to brother. He knew Demitri 
was only teasing Theron, but he felt like jumping up and 
defending his lover. When Theron’s own laugh erupted from 
his beautiful mouth, Michael sat back in his chair. 


Theron must’ve picked up on Michael’s tension. He reached 
over and put his hand on Michael’s thigh, squeezing lightly. 
It was the first time Michael had been around this many 
people since he'd tried to kill himself. 


His eyes wandered over the small gathering. They were all 
here, all his friends and the friends of his friends. He’d 
gotten a strange vibe from Bear earlier when the big man 
had arrived. Now, as he met his closest friend’s eyes, Bear 
broke contact and looked down. What the hell? Had he lost 
Bear’s friendship? 


The mere thought had a large and very uncomfortable lump 
forming in his throat. 


Within seconds he felt the sting of tears behind his eyes. 
Embarrassed, he quickly stood. “I’m going to go check ona 
few things inside,” he said and practically ran from the 
group around the fire pit. 


Quickly moving past Althea in the kitchen, Michael bounded 
up the stairs to the safety of his room. He walked into the 
bathroom and sat on the edge of the bathtub, afraid he was 
going to be sick. 


He’d had a lot of time to think about his actions over the 
previous few weeks. He was embarrassed as hell that he’d 
tried to take the easy way out, but it was too late to change 
the past. Not only had he caused Charlie a great deal of 
pain, but evidently he’d lost Bear’s friendship. 


“Hey,” Theron said from the doorway. “What’s going on?” 
Michael wiped the moisture from his eyes. “Bear can’t even 
stand to look at me.” Theron came further into the room and 
sat beside him. “He was hurt by what you did, and | think he 
feels a little guilty, too.” Theron reached out and took 
Michael’s hand. “Go talk to him. Better to get things out in 
the open.” 
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“I don’t know that | can handle seeing the pity in his eyes.” 
Michael shrugged, feeling his eyes well up again. He blinked 
rapidly dispelling the threat of more tears. What the fuck 
was wrong with him? 


Theron stood and pulled Michael up into his arms. “You’re so 
much stronger than you’re giving yourself credit for. | was at 
the hospital when Bear sat for hours in the waiting room. 
He’s not disgusted with you, Michael. He loves you and feels 
that he let you down.” Michael shook his head. “He didn’t let 
me down, | let myself down.” Theron gave him a soft slow 
kiss. “I know this probably isn’t the right time to tell you 
this, but | love you, and l'Il be here regardless.” Michael’s 
mouth suddenly went dry as dirt. He pressed his lips to 
Theron’s and thrust inside, seeking not only moisture, but 
strength as well. At least this side of his life was going well. 


He could easily see himself quiting school and following 
Theron back to New York. 


Hell, he’d go anywhere for the chance to be with this 
wonderful man. 


Breaking the kiss, he looked into Theron’s brown eyes. “l 
love you, too, and I|’d do absolutely anything for you.” 


“Would you let me make love to you later?” Theron asked, 
voice as deep as Michael had ever heard it. 


“ld like that, but what about...” He started, but Theron’s lips 
cut him off. 


When they mutually pulled back for much needed oxygen, 
Theron shook his head. “No matter what, no matter when, 
we'll get through it.” Michael’s heart felt full to near 
bursting. It sounded like Theron loved him unconditionally. 
He’d never had that kind of love aimed his way. For a while, 
he’d kidded himself into thinking his parents cared for him 
that much, but he’d found out differently. He just hoped like 
hell Theron truly meant what he’d said. Living with all the 
baggage he knew he brought into a relationship wouldn’t be 
easy. Hopefully Theron was right and they would get 
through anything together. 


x k OK OX 


A short while later, Theron sat next to Luc and watched Bear 
and Michael talking on the dock. Michael’s down-turned 
head caused an ache in his chest. He really wanted to go 
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wrap his arms around his lover, but as a doctor, he knew 
Michael needed to face some things on his own. All he could 
do was to be there to pick up the pieces if need be. 


“How’s he doing?” Luc asked. 


“Okay, | think. He’s dealing with a lot of stuff, trying to get 
through it day by day.” He turned away from Michael to look 
at Luc. “How about you? How’s life having my brother for a 
son-in-law?” 


Luc chuckled and looked across the circle towards Alec and 
Max. Typically, Max sat at Alec’s feet, his brother’s large 
hand resting on the younger man’s head lovingly. As a 
psychiatrist, he was still fascinated by the D/s lifestyle, but 
as a brother, he was just happy Alec had finally found a soul 
mate. 


“I get along with Alec just fine. | think Justin butts heads 
with him more than anyone. 


The two of them are an awful lot alike, both think they need 
to be in control of every situation.” Luc shook his head and 
looked over towards Justin. “He worries me sometimes,” Luc 
commented. 


“What do you mean?” Theron asked. 


“He’s so intense. | know football is his passion, but he 
seems to take it more seriously every year. It’s like he takes 
personal responsibility for every new kid he recruits. He’s 
been having dizzy spells lately. | keep nagging him to go to 
the doctor, but he says he’s fine.” 


“High blood pressure?” Theron asked. 


“| think so. Whatever it is, it worries me.” 


“| probably shouldn’t tell you this, but if it were me, I’d guilt 
him into going. Evidently he won’t make the time for 
himself, so beg him to do it for you. Tell him if he really loves 
you, he’ll make sure he takes care of himself. If | know 
Justin, he’d do just about anything for you.” 


Luc nodded his head and finished off his wine. “lIl try that.” 
He pointed towards Theron’s empty beer. “Want another?” 


“Naw, I’m fine.” His gaze swung back to the dock. As he 
watched, the two friends embraced. Good. Hopefully they’d 
gotten things worked out between them and Michael would 
have one less thing on his plate to deal with. 


Theron looked around at the gathered group of friends 
laughing and talking. The only ones missing were Joe and 
Rocco. Joe had called earlier and told Theron he thought it 
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best if he didn’t socialise too much with Michael while he 
was undergoing such intense therapy. Theron knew Joe was 
right, but the group didn’t quite seem complete without 
them. 


“What’s up, bro?” Demitri asked, taking Luc’s vacated seat. 


“Nothing much. Just enjoying the day. This is nice, spending 
time with friends.” 


“Don’t give me a sob story about how you have no friends in 
New York, because | used to live there, remember? You’re 
always surrounded by people.” 


“Yeah, but they’re not these people. There’s just something 
about this group. They’re all so incredibly different, but they 
get along as if they were family.” 


“We are like a family. | love every man here in one way or 
another,” Demitri said. 


Theron’s brow rose. “As long as you stick with brotherly love 
towards Michael, | won’t get upset by that comment.” 


Demitri chuckled and grabbed Theron in a headlock. 
“Believe me, Aaron is more than enough man to satisfy me 
in that regard.” 


Theron struggled with his younger brother until he was 
finally set free. Once upon a time, the playful show of 
dominance would've rankled, but Theron now saw it for 
what it was. Love. “I’m glad you decided to move here and 
build BK.” 


“Thanks,” Demitri said, looking a little shocked. “Was that a 
compliment? I’m not used to that from you,” he mused. 


He suddenly felt ashamed of himself. He’d let his own 
insecurities get in the way of his relationships with his 
family. “I’m sorry. | guess | never realised. You and Alec were 
always so good at everything you attempted. | didn’t think 
you needed my praise added to everyone else’s.” 


“You were wrong,” Demitri said simply. “You’re my big 
brother. I’ve always looked up to you, sought your 
approval.” 


“I’m almost thirty-eight years old, and I’m just learning this 
now?” Theron shook his head, ashamed of himself. “You 
should’ve knocked me on my ass years ago.” 


“Naw,” Demitri leaned in and kissed Theron on the 
forehead. “I think deep down | knew why you were the way 
you were.” Demitri shrugged. “Napoleon and all that.” With 
narrowed eyes, Theron reached across and punched his 
much bigger brother in the arm. “Watch it, kid.” 
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Demitri started laughing, drawing the eyes of everyone 
around them. Theron spotted Michael and Bear walking back 
from the dock, and stood. “I’m gonna check on Michael,” he 
threw over his shoulder at the still laughing Demitri. 


When he met the pair of friends in the centre of the yard, 
Bear reached for Theron’s hand. Confused, Theron accepted 
the friendly gesture. 


“Take care of him,” Bear said. 


“Don’t doubt it,” Theron answered, and released Bear’s 
hand. He watched as the big mountain of a man walked 
back to the circle of friends before turning to Michael. 
“How'd it go?” 


“Good,” Michael said with a smile. “He was a little mad that 
| hadn’t called him when I'd decided to off myself. According 
to Bear, that’s what friends do. They reach out when they’re 
feeling lost.” 


Theron nodded and pulled Michael into his arms. “He’s right. 
You hungry?” 


“Starved. Any hot dogs ready yet?” 


“Oh, | imagine we can rustle you up a few.” He gave Michael 
a tender, all consuming kiss before turning them back 
towards the group. 


As they neared, Theron began to think about making a 
move closer to Idaho. He really had nothing holding him in 
New York. He’d been going through a bit of burn-out lately 
and had chipped his patients down to a very few. The ones 
he had left could easily be placed with another competent 
psychiatrist. There would be several things to take care of, 
but nothing he couldn’t handle. “I need to get back to New 
York and take care of a few things.” Michael stopped dead in 
his tracks. “You're leaving me?” Shit. Theron was suddenly 
aware of the way that had sounded. He spun Michael around 
to face him. “No. I’m fixing things so | don’t have to leave 
you. | have a few patients | need to place with other doctors, 
and | need to sell my apartment.” He buried his head 
against Michael’s neck. “I’m not sure if | can live in this town 
forever, but l'Il gladly try until you finish your Masters. | 
thought maybe you’d be interested in moving to Seattle or 
San Francisco? I’m a city guy, but | wouldn’t mind being 
closer to my family.” It was then that he noticed the slight 
tremble in his lover’s body. “Shhh, it’s okay. 


l'm so sorry you misunderstood me. You're mine, and | don’t 
plan on letting you go.” Michael nodded. “Just scared me 
there for a minute.” 


“Have a little faith. | just told you that | loved you a little 
over an hour ago.” THERON’S RETURN 


Carol Lynne 
68 


“Yeah, but I’m living proof that love doesn’t last forever. | 
mean, if my own parents...” 


“Enough,” Theron said, cutting him off. “I’m not your 
parents.” Michael finally grinned. “That’s obvious, because 
I’ve never had fantasies about what it would feel like to 
fu...” 


“Stop,” Theron said holding up his hand. “Please don’t go 
there.” He did an exaggerated body shiver. He was sure he 
looked ridiculous doing it, but it had the desired effect and 
Michael started to laugh. 


“You're so funny,” Michael said, nuzzling Theron’s ear. 


” 


“Break it up, you two and get yourselves something to eat, 
Alec called in that commanding voice of his. 


“Hey,” Theron shouted back. “Who’s the big brother here?” 


“Certainly not the giggling guy I’m looking at,” Alec 
answered. 


Reaching up, Theron wiped his mouth until his goofy grin 
was a thing of the past. “It’s hard work being a big brother 
to two smart asses,” he whispered to Michael. 


Michael started laughing again, but allowed Theron to lead 
him towards the table of food. He knew Michael’s laughter 
was more a result of the stress of the day, but it was still 
nice to hear. Yeah. He could get used to that sound. 
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Chapter Eleven 


Michael carried the last load of condiments into the kitchen 
and set them on the counter. “It was a nice party,” he 
commented. 


Elbow deep in dishwater, Theron nodded. “It was. I’ve just 
been standing here thinking the same thing. | guess I should 
look for a house to rent around here while you finish 
school.” 


Knowing Theron preferred to live in cities, Michael felt guilty. 
“| could always see about transferring to another university 
in Seattle or San Francisco?” Theron pulled the drain on the 
sink and reached for a nearby towel. “No. It’s going to be 
hard enough with this missed semester. | think you’re better 
off finishing here.” He reached out, grabbed Michael’s hand 
and swung him into his arms. “Who knows, maybe l'Il take 
up gardening or something.” 


He couldn’t help but grin. “Somehow | don’t see you 
planting daisies.” 


“You never know. Six months ago | wouldn’t have seen 
myself standing here with you in my arms either. Believe 
me, this is a bigger stretch for me than planting flowers.” 
Michael hated it when Theron talked like that. It was almost 
as if the other man wished he hadn’t fallen in love. He knew 
it was all new to Theron to give himself to a man, but it also 
made their relationship feel somehow...temporary. 


“Hey,” Theron said, kissing his jaw. “What’s this all about?” 
he asked, rubbing his thumb over Michael’s bottom lip. 


What could Michael say? He knew he’d sound like spoiled 
kid, so he just shook his head and tried to pull away. 


“Nope,” Theron said, wrapping his arms tighter around 
Michael. “Talk to me. If we don’t have honesty between us, 
we have nothing.” Michael looked over Theron’s shoulder to 
the picture on the kitchen wall. “I just get the feeling you 
wish you hadn’t fallen in love with me. It scares me.” Theron 
reached up and cupped Michael’s cheek, turning his head to 
look down at him. 


“I'll admit that my life was a hell of a lot simpler before, but 
it was also a very lonely, shallow existence.” 
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Without another word, Theron turned and tugged on 
Michael’s hand. Confused, Michael let Theron lead him out 
of the kitchen. “Where...” Theron looked back at him and 
put his fingers to his lips. Michael’s mouth snapped shut and 
followed Theron up the stairs to the master bedroom. He 
stopped in the doorway and looked around. He’d never been 
in this room. 


“Get undressed and wait for me in front of the window,” 
Theron said, leaving the bedroom. 


Michael hastily pulled off his clothes as he walked to the 
wall of glass. The sun was Starting to set, its flame coloured 
glow kissing the rippling lake. He was so in awe of the view, 
he didn’t hear Theron come back into the room. 


A sound behind him caught his attention, and he turned his 
head to find Theron dumping a load of blankets and pillows 
onto the plush, cream coloured carpet. “What’s this?” 
Michael asked. 


“I thought we’d camp out in here for the evening,” Theron 
said, pulling off his T-shirt. 


Michael started to turn completely around, but Theron shook 
his head. “Stay right where you are and put your hands on 
the window.” The husky dip in Theron’s voice had Michael 
hard before he could even touch the glass. 


He closed his eyes and prayed that Theron would finally 
make love to him. He’d never been fucked by someone who 
cared for him. Would it feel different physically or just 
mentally? 


The warmth of Theron’s body against his caused a moan to 
erupt in his throat. His lover was as hard as he was. He only 
wished he was a few inches shorter so Theron’s cock would 
press against his ass instead of his thigh. 


Theron’s hands roamed over Michael’s chest before moving 
down to the twin dips at his hip bones. “If | do anything, 
anything at all, that makes you uncomfortable, | need you to 
tell me,” Theron said in Michael’s ear. “Promise me,” Theron 
added. 


Michael nodded, unable to speak as Theron cupped his balls 
in one hand while fisting his erection with the other. 


Theron’s foot tapped against Michael’s ankle. “Spread your 
legs for me, sweetheart.” Michael complied, thrusting his 
ass out in anticipation. “Fuck me,” he moaned. 


“Not yet.” Theron released his hold on Michael’s cock and 
knelt behind him. 


Michael’s cheeks were spread and then a warm tongue 
skimmed over his hole. Shit. His cock was practically 
jumping with joy, pointing up at him in a mocking salute. 
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His lover’s tongue roamed from Michael’s hole to the 
sensitive area just behind his balls. Michel’s entire body 
shivered. 


“You okay?” Theron asked, removing his face from Michael’s 
crack. 


“More than,” he said. “No one’s ever made me feel like 
this.” 


“There’s a lot more. Just wait,” Theron whispered. 


Theron pulled away and stood. “Let’s get comfortable and 
watch the rest of the sunset.” Theron began preparing their 
little nest, with several blankets lovingly laid to cushion their 
bodies. 


Michael stretched out on the pallet of quilts and stretched 
out his arms, needing to feel his lover on top of him. Theron 
held up a finger and rifled through his jeans pocket, 
producing a small tube of lube and five condoms. Michael’s 
brows shot up. “I take it we’re going to have a busy night,” 
he chuckled. 


“I’ve got more in my room,” Theron said, all husky and sexy. 


Damn. At this rate, they’d go broke buying the little suckers. 
“How do you want me?” he asked. 


“In every position you’re comfortable with,” Theron 
answered. 


He knew his lover was still worried about him freaking out. 
Michael briefly thought of his ordeal in LA. He realised he 
might actually flash back if he couldn’t see who was making 
love to him. “On my back. | wanna look into your eyes when 
you fuck me.” Theron knelt between Michael’s spread 
thighs. “lIl never fuck you. | may make love to you so hard | 
leave bruises, but l'Il never consider it fucking.” Looking into 
Theron’s dark brown eyes, Michael could see the truth in the 
words. Yeah, this was definitely different. “I’ve never had 
that,” he admitted. 


“Good. Then l'Il be your first.” 


Theron reached for the lube and slicked his fingers. Michael 
couldn’t help wondering... 


“Will you ever let me make love to you?” 


Theron paused, his fingers barely resting against Michael’s 
hole. “I’ve never...yes.” 


“Good. Then l'Il be your first,” Michael said, repeating 
Theron’s words. 


“And last,” Theron said, breeching Michael’s body with his 
finger. “No one but you,” he added, stretching Michael’s 
body in preparation. 
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Michael gave himself over to the love Theron displayed in 
every touch. When two fingers became three he began 
pleading. “Please make love to me?” He reached for a 
condom, ripped it open and held it out. 


“Put it on me,” Theron commanded. 


Michael sat up enough to reach his lover’s cock and placed 
the circle of latex at the crown. Looking into Theron’s eyes, 
he slowly slid the condom down the shaft. After pinching the 
reservoir at the tip, he laid back down and spread his legs in 
invitation. 


Using his superior upper body strength, Theron balanced 
himself over the top of Michael. “Love you,” he said. 


Michael guided Theron’s cock to his stretched hole. “Prove 
it.” After slowly pushing through the outer ring of muscles, 
Theron’s cock surged in to the hilt. Michael’s breath hitched 
in a combination of pain and overwhelming pleasure. He’d 
thought of this moment so many times in the previous 
weeks. Now that it was really happening, he didn’t want to 
think of anything but the man above him, moving in and out 
of his body. 


He wrapped his legs higher around Theron’s torso, but it still 
wasn’t enough. “Hang on,” he panted, moving his legs to 
rest over Theron’s shoulders. The new position allowed his 
lover to go deeper. Theron took full advantage, thrusting in 
and out at an incredible rate of speed. 


“So good,” Michael moaned. He wrapped his hand around 
the base of his leaking cock trying to stave off the 


inevitable. “Can’t hold it.” 


“Don’t. Give me everything,” Theron panted, sweat dripping 
from his forehead. 


Michael released the hold on his cock and let the pleasure 
overtake him, coming in streams upon his chest. 


Theron looked down at the thick white fluid and licked his 
lips. Michael read his mind. 


“Soon.” Hopefully he’d still be negative in six months and 
they could finally taste each other. 


It seemed like a hell of a long time, but he wouldn’t do 
anything to endanger this man. 


Theron bent down and inhaled the scent of Michael’s seed. 
With a shout, his lover’s body jerked, the tendons in his 
neck standing out in stark relief. Michael pulled Theron down 
into his arms and held him as he recovered from the 
aftershock of his climax. 


Once their breathing returned to normal, Michael gazed out 
the window. Sometime while they’d been making love, the 
sun had set. “We missed it,” he commented. 
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Theron turned his head to look outside. “Yep. There’ll be 
more, many more,” he said, removing the condom. 


He’d never felt more sated in his life. Yeah. /t’s time | got my 
shit together. This wonderful man won’t wait around forever. 


Michael dozed off still wrapped in Theron’s loving arms. 
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Chapter Twelve 


Theron was sitting in the waiting room of Joe’s office when 
Rocco bopped his way through the door. “Hey,” Theron 
greeted the young man. He’d treated Rocco in the past and 
felt a special kinship to him. 


Rocco removed his headphones and smiled. If Theron 
weren't so in love, the smile would’ve taken him to his 
knees. Rocco was absolutely breathtaking, and although he 
was well aware of his beauty, he didn’t use it against 
people. 


“Waiting for Michael?” Rocco asked, sitting on top of the 
reception desk. 


“Yeah.” Theron looked at his watch. “He still has about 
another five minutes.” 


“Cool. That means Joe’s almost done for the day. He’s gonna 
let me do a couple of nude sketches of him,” Rocco said 
with a big grin. 


“No wonder you’re in such a good mood.” 


He heard the door open and Michael and Joe stepped into 
the room. He could tell Michael had once again been crying, 
his eyes swollen and red-rimmed. Theron stood and opened 
his arms and his love walked straight into them. “You okay?” 
Michael nodded. It was usually like this. Joe seemed to pull 
every ounce of energy out of Michael during their sessions. 
He was going to suggest they go to the pub for sandwiches 
for dinner, but he could tell his lover just needed to go 
home. After a soft kiss on Michael’s lips, Theron turned 
towards Joe. “See you Friday.” Joe looked at Theron for 


several seconds before nodding. It looked like the other 
doctor wanted to say something but never did. 


Turning Michael towards the door, Theron led him to his 
rental car. He’d already made plans to return the car over 
the weekend. If he was going to stay, he needed his own 
vehicle. 


He was looking forward to car shopping. It had been years 
since he’d owned a car, choosing instead to take cabs and 
the subway while in New York. 


Michael easily let Theron help him into the front seat. Going 
around to the driver’s side, Theron got in and looked at his 
man. “Is something quick and easy okay for dinner? | told 
Ma we would be eating out, but | think it would be better to 
just go home and see what we can find.” 
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Michael nodded. “Anything’s fine.” 


Theron reached over and buckled Michael’s safety belt 
before doing his own. He didn’t dare tell Michael about the 
phone call he’d received while waiting for the session to 
end. It looked as though his lover was barely holding his 
emotions in check. Theron only hoped Michael would open 
up once they got home. 


He drove towards the lake holding Michael’s hand. “Feel like 
looking at some rental houses with me sometime?” 


Michael shrugged. “Sure. | can’t help you pay for one 
though. If my professors decide to let me back into the 
program it’ll be all | can do to catch up on my classes. | 
won't have time to get a part-time job.” 


Theron pulled into the lake house driveway and switched off 
the engine. He turned Michael’s head to face him. “I don’t 
expect you to get a job. You’ve got enough on your plate 
right now. Let me take care of you for a while. It’s not like 
I’m hurting for money, and once | sell my apartment l'II 
have a pretty padded savings account.” He leaned over and 
gave Michael a kiss. “I’m proud of you. I can tell you worked 
your way through a lot of stuff during your meeting with 
Joe.” 


Michael yawned. “I think so. | need to talk to you, but | need 
a nap first.” That was exactly what Theron wanted to hear. 
“We'll get you all settled and then l'Il whip something up for 
dinner.” He walked hand in hand with Michael into the 
house. “Bed or sofa?” 


“Couch. | just need a nap, nothing major.” Michael gave 
Theron a kiss before stretching out on the tan leather sofa. 


Theron retreated to the kitchen. Hopefully once Michael had 
some rest, he’d be in a better frame of mind. Theron knew 
he couldn’t keep the earlier phone call with Charlie a secret 
much longer. 


Opening the fridge, Theron grinned. He obviously hadn't 
been paying enough attention. The damn thing was stocked 
with about five days worth of leftovers. He wouldn’t need to 
cook after all. 


He shut the door and walked back into the great room. 
Michael was already sound asleep. Theron stood over his 
love and looked at Michael’s troubled face. Even in sleep 


Michael couldn’t let go of the past. He really wanted to take 
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and hold him through the bad dreams that were sure to 
come. They always did after a session with Joe. 


Instead, Theron went to his bedroom and retrieved his 
laptop from its case, taking it back into the great room. He 
might as well pull up the files on his remaining patients. 


Getting them placed with the right psychiatrist to take over 
their care was the least he could do for them. 


A little over an hour later, Michael’s nightmares began. 
Theron quickly saved his work and closed his laptop. He 
knelt beside his lover and wrapped him in his arms. “Shhh, 
just a dream,” he soothed. 


Michael swung out, barely missing Theron’s jaw. “Michael, 
wake up,” Theron said. 


The younger man’s eyes popped open and he sat up 
straight. Rubbing his hands over his face, he struggled to rid 
himself of the offending dream. “Sorry,” he mumbled. 


Theron climbed on the couch and straddled Michael’s body, 
bringing the bigger man back against his chest. “Don’t 
apologise for something you have no control over.” He 
kissed his lover’s neck. “You want to talk about it?” 


When Michael said nothing, Theron probed further. “Was it 
LA?” 


“No.” 


The short answer surprised him. His mind went back to that 
missing week between the time Michael was kicked out of 
his house and when he returned to BK. Taking a chance, he 
decided to prod Michael to open up. “How did you get back 
to BK?” He felt Michael stiffen. Bingo. Theron ran his hands 
over his lover’s chest, doing his best to soothe him. “You 
can talk to me about it. | won’t think any less of you.” 


“Yes you will,” Michael finally said. “How can you not when | 
feel worse about myself.” 


A number of things ran through Theron’s mind. “Try me.” 
Michael sprung up off the couch and walked towards the 
window. “I didn’t have any money, and none of my buddies 
from home would help me out.” 


“So what did you do?” Theron prompted after several 
moments of silence. 


“Hitchhiked. There’s a truck stop on the outskirts of the 
town | grew up in. | started asking around to see if anyone 
was headed this way. Finally a guy said he could take mea 
hundred miles in the right direction.” 


“And from there?” Theron stood and walked over to stand 
behind Michael. 
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“He dropped me off at another truck stop, but...” Michael’s 
head dropped and Theron watched as a fat teardrop landed 


on the hardwood floor. He wrapped his arms around the 
upset man and buried his face against Michael’s shoulder. 
He now knew what Michael had been so ashamed of. It was 
the same story used to advise people not to hitch rides. So 
often the more unscrupulous drivers required something in 
exchange for giving a free ride. “Did he force you?” Michael 
shook his head slowly. “He wasn’t bad. A handjob is all he 
was after. But the others...” 


“Shhh,” Theron soothed, turning Michael around to face 
him. He reached up and dried the tears falling from 
Michael’s eyes. “It’s over now. You’re safe and I’ve never 
loved you more than at this very moment. | know it was 
hard to tell me that and I’m proud of you.” 


“You don’t hate me? | acted no better than a paid whore,” 
Michael spat, looking totally ashamed and disgusted with 
himself. 


Theron led Michael back to the couch. After wrapping 
himself around his lover he kissed him. “I’m not really sure 
how to explain the way I’m feeling. I’m sure I’m not the 
norm, let’s put it that way. But for me, what you did to geta 
ride back to Idaho was no different than going to a bar and 
picking up a stranger. It was sex, plain and simple. The 
physical act has always meant very little to me emotionally. 
So if you’re worried about me thinking less of you for what 
happened, there’s really no need. It’s the past. Everyone 
has one.” 


“Not like mine,” Michael mumbled. 


“Nope, most people haven’t had to endure the things you 
have. Then again, there are a lot of people out there that 
wouldn’t have any remorse about what they’d done. That’s 
why you’re different.” 


Theron placed his hands on either side of Michael’s face. “| 
love you. Please forgive yourself.” 


Michael’s eyes closed as Theron leaned in for a deep kiss. 
When they finally broke apart, Theron knew he needed to 
come clean about the phone call. “I spoke to Charlie earlier. 


Your dad called and wanted to speak to you.” 


Michael’s head snapped back as if he’d been struck. “What? 
Fuck him.” Theron shook his head and pulled his lover back 
into his embrace. “You need to call him.” 
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Pushing himself completely away from Theron, Michael rose 
to his feet. “Don’t tell me what to do. You have no idea what 
that asshole put me through when he kicked me out. It’s 
easy for you to tell me to call him. Your family is full of gay 
men. Your parents are kind and understanding.” 


“They’re the only family you have, Michael. Stop acting like 
a child and give the people a second chance.” 


Michael stopped pacing and looked at Theron with hurt in 
his eyes. “Fuck you. | don’t need anyone,” he said and 
practically ran out the front door. 


Theron leaned back on the couch and ran his fingers 
through his hair. He knew Michael didn’t like being reminded 
of their age difference, but dammit, he was acting like a 
child. 


He wasn’t about to let Michael’s folks off the hook though. 
They had a lot to answer for. 


What they had done to their son had sent Michael on a path 
of self-destruction, but Theron truly believed in family and 
second chances. 


Determined to give Michael time to come to his senses, 
Theron got up and went into the kitchen. Maybe by the time 
he had some of the leftovers heated up, his lover would 
come back on his own. 


x OK OK x 


Michael sat on the edge of the old bridge, looking down at 
the shallow stream below. 


He didn’t have any idea how long he’d been sitting there, 
but the last rays of sun were starting to slip over the 
horizon. Theron’s words kept playing over and over in his 
mind. 


He’d been stupid enough to think Theron and the Demakis 
family would now be considered his family. Hell, if not them, 
then at least Charlie, Jack and the rest of his friends. Who 
says family has to be born to you? 


When he woke up in the hospital, he’d been surrounded by 
people who'd claimed to care for him. They’d all made him 
feel like he didn’t need his mom and dad. Fuck! It was alla 
ruse. According to Theron, the Storms’ were the only real 
family he had. 


“You're not planning to jump, are you?” a deep voice said. 


Michael turned his head and saw Alec standing behind him. 
He turned back and looked at the streambed. “Hell, if | 


jumped off this thing | wouldn’t do more than break my 
damn legs.” He shook his head. “Naw, just sitting here 
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Alec appeared by his side and sat down. “Hope this thing 
holds us both,” he commented, looking at the ancient 
bridge. 


Looking down, Alec chuckled. “I see what you mean about 
breaking your legs.” The two of them sat in silence for 
several moments. “Theron’s worried about you.” 


“He called in the troops, did he?” 


“Something like that. He’s got me, Max, Aaron and Demitri 
out here trudging the forest.” 


“He didn’t need to do that. | can take care of myself,” 
Michael said. 


“Yeah, because you’ve done a damn good job of it so far,” 
Alec said sarcastically. 


“Screw you.” Michael rolled his eyes. 


“No thanks. I’ve got that area of my life taken care of. So do 
you, in case you’ve forgotten. Feel like talking about the 
reason you're out here scaring my brother to death?” 


“We had a fight about my parents. After all the shit they put 
me through, they call and I’m supposed to jump up and 
down with joy.” 


“So don’t call ‘em. But if that’s what you choose, the 
continued distance between you all is on your head. They’ve 
already made the first move. Do you think it was easy for 
your dad to initiate the apology or whatever it is he wants?” 
He hadn’t really thought of that. He’d been so busy 
focussing on Theron’s words about family and stuff, he 
hadn’t thought of his dad calling Charlie. Alec was right. It 
wasn’t like him at all. His dad never apologised for anything. 


“I see what you’re saying,” he admitted to the big man. 


“Good. Now, can we go back to the house and put my 
brother’s mind at ease?” Michael shook his head. 


“Okay,” Alec said, sitting back down. “So why don’t you tell 
me what you’re really upset about?” 


“Theron said my folks were the only family | had.” Michael 
shrugged his shoulders. “I kinda thought you guys were like 
my family.” 


Alec sighed. “My brother’s an ass sometimes. | doubt he 
thought that through before saying it.” 


Alec wrapped his arm around Michael’s neck and pulled him 
closer. Michael wasn’t sure if the headlock was meant to be 
a hug or what. He’d never seen the largest of the Demakis 
brothers being overly affectionate with anyone other than 
Max. 
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“Theron should’ve said they are the only blood family you 
have. You were right. You are part of the Demakis family 
now. | think my big brother was just trying to get you to 
understand that you don’t throw away family because 
they’ve made a mistake. Sounds to me like your dad knows 
what he did was wrong. But you won’t know for sure until 
you talk to him. When | first came out to Pops, he went nuts, 
cussing and screaming. | stormed out determined to put my 
parents out of my life. It wasn’t until Pops calmed down 
enough to really think things through that he came to terms 
with my sexuality. He called, we talked and that’s how we've 
become a closer family.” 


Alec placed a loud kiss on the top of Michael’s head. He 
couldn’t help but to smile. 


Okay, | guess this is Alec’s way of showing he cares. Strange 
man. Wiggling his way out of Alec’s grip, Michael stood and 
brushed off the seat of his jeans. “Let’s not keep Mr. 
Worrywart waiting.” 
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Chapter Thirteen 


After thanking his brothers and their partners for their help, 
Theron walked into the house. He’d been keyed up for 
hours, waiting for Michael to come home. Now that the crisis 
was over, he felt like he’d been through the wringer. 


Walking into the kitchen, he saw Michael, standing at the 
sink with a knife from the butcher block in his hand. His 
lover was staring at the shiny blade as if mesmerised. 
Taking a step forward, Theron held up his hand. “Michael, 
put the knife down,” he said calmly. 


Michael looked over at him with a confused look on his face. 
“What?” Theron took a deep breath as he stepped closer. 
“Please put the knife down and let’s talk about this.” Even 
though his voice was calm, Theron didn’t know if he’d ever 
been more scared in his life. The long, sharp blade could do 
a hell of a lot more damage to the man he loved than the 
Small box knife he’d used before. 


Shaking his head, Michael dropped the knife onto the 
counter. “What’s wrong with you?” 


Theron raced forward and grabbed the knife, throwing it 
across the room. He turned back to Michael and wrapped his 
arms around him. “Hurting yourself isn’t the answer,” he 
whispered, kissing Michael’s neck. 


Michael stiffened in his arms and pulled back. “I wasn’t 
going to hurt myself,” he said with a disgusted sound in his 
voice. “I was gonna peal that damn apple,” he pointed to 
the bright green fruit on the counter. He pushed Theron 
back and left the kitchen in a huff. 


Shit. He stared at the apple that had been right in front of 

his face. Theron ran his fingers through his hair. He’d been 
so worried all evening that Michael would try to kill himself 
again, that when he saw the knife he just assumed. 


Alec had taken the time to explain to Theron what Michael 
had been most upset about. 


Just like before, Theron’s mouth got away from him. Now he 
had several things to apologise for, and went looking for 
Michael. 


He found him sitting at the desk in the office. After giving 
the open door a courtesy knock, he entered. Michael 
glanced up before looking back down at the hands hidden 
below the desk. 
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Taking a chance, Theron pushed Michael’s chair back 
enough to insinuate himself between the desk and his lover. 
“I’m sorry.” He shook his head and exhaled. “About 
everything. | don’t know what’s wrong with me. l'm a 
psychiatrist for god’s sake. I’m supposed to know how to 
talk to people, but where you're concerned, | keep fucking 
everything up.” 


Michael still refused to look Theron in the eye. “When | 
walked into the kitchen, | saw the knife and the way you 
were looking at it...” 


“I was trying to figure out if it was the right kind of knife for 
the job,” Michael spat out. 


“You can’t go around thinking I’m gonna off myself. | tried 
once, yeah, and it was the dumbest thing I’ve ever done.” 


Theron felt even more ashamed of himself. “I’m sorry,” he 
said again. A lump had formed in his throat the size of a 
grapefruit. 


Michael surprised him by reaching out and pulling him into 
his lap. He hadn’t sat on a man’s lap since he was a boy, but 
this was very different from that. He turned and moulded 
himself to Michael’s chest, surprised at just how wonderful it 
felt. 


In a complete reversal of roles, Michael ran his hand up and 
down Theron’s side, trying to comfort him. “You have to 
believe in me,” Michael whispered. 


Theron nodded and ran his lips lightly over Michael’s mouth. 
“I know. I’m just afraid that something will take you away 
from me,” he answered truthfully. 


“A relationship will never work if you don’t trust me. And I’m 
not just talking about having sex with other guys. I’m not 
gonna hurt myself if you aren’t around every minute of the 
day.” 


Michael stared into Theron’s eyes. “The only thing that’ll 
ever get me away from you, is you forcibly kicking me out of 
your house. | love you.” He knew Michael was right. He 
needed to give the younger man the space to grow. 


Maybe he should take that trip to New York sooner than he’d 
planned. Hopefully it would show his lover he was at least 
trying. “What would you think if | flew to Manhattan and put 
my apartment up for sale over the weekend? | should only 
need a couple of days to make all the arrangements.” 


“What about all your stuff?” Michael asked. 


Theron grinned. “I was hoping | could get you to look at a 
few rental houses in town for us. Nothing big, two bedrooms 
should work fine.” THERON’S RETURN 
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Michael buried his fingers in Theron’s black curls and 
brought their mouths together for a deep kiss. Theron tried 
to pour every ounce of want and love into that one kiss, 
biting and sucking on his lover’s tongue as it thrust into his 
mouth. He knew they were both pushing their problems to 
the background, but they had plenty of time to work on the 
trust issues. 


Theron turned and straddled Michael's lap. He was well 
aware his lover liked this new position. “Hmmm, why 
haven't we tried this before?” he asked, licking Michael’s 
neck. 


“I thought you were too Alpha to suggest it,” Michael 
answered. 


Theron rubbed his ass against the increasing bulge in 
Michael’s jeans. “I think it might be my new favourite 
position.” 


Michael slapped his hands against Theron’s ass. “Get up and 
let’s get naked then. Do this thing right.” 


Their earlier fight forgotten, Theron stood and quickly 
removed his clothes, watching Michael do the same. He 
started to climb back on Michael’s lap but remembered. 
“Shit. Hold on. Gotta get stuff.” 


He raced upstairs and grabbed the slick and a box of 
condoms. When he stepped back into the office, Michael 
had his legs resting on the desk, fingering his hole. “Oh, I’m 
thinking of all kinds of fantasies to try with you,” Theron 
said, ripping the foil package open. 


“Yeah? Like what?” Michael put his feet back on the floor as 
Theron rolled the condom down his lover’s shaft. 


Theron was shocked when Michael reached out and spun 
him around to lay face first on the desk. With his hole now 
exposed, he groaned at the first swipe of Michael’s tongue. 


“Nice,” he moaned. 
“You didn’t answer my question,” Michael reminded him. 


Theron held the tube of lube out and Michael took it from 
him. “I was thinking something like businessman and 
intern.” 


A slick finger circled his hole several times before pushing 
inside. “Yeah? | could do that. What about college professor 
and horny co-ed?” His lover chose that moment to insert 
another finger. “Shit,” he cried. His cock was pressed 
against the edge of the desk in a combination of pleasure 
and pain. 


“How about business man and his son?” Michael asked, 
pushing in a third digit. 
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He shook his head. “Too much like Alec and Max.” He’d 
always thought his brother’s sexual practices a bit off, but 
the fantasy coming from Michael turned him on. He refused 
to go there, and pushed the thought away for another day. 


He received another light slap to his ass. “Mount me,” 
Michael said. 


Theron turned, surprised by the authority in Michael’s voice. 
He grinned, enjoying this side of his lover. Stepping up into 
the wide leather chair, Theron once again straddled 
Michael’s lap and slowly eased himself down his lover’s 
cock. 


It took several moments, but once he was fully seated he 
rested against Michael’s chest. 


He didn’t know if he’d ever felt anything so exquisite in his 
life. Michael’s arm ran down his back to land on his ass. 
Theron looked up into Michael’s eyes. “I love you.” He raised 
himself only to sink back down. 


Michael tried to thrust up into him. After several minutes, 
Michael gave a frustrated growl and stood with Theron still 
impaled on his cock. 


Theron’s back hit the desk as Michael began fucking him as 
only a man of twenty-three could. His breath whooshed out 
in a moan as Michael’s cock pistoned in and out of his hole 
at lightning speed. Theron could hear Michael’s heavy sac 
Slap against the edge of the desk on every thrust, the sound 
music to his ears. 


With one last thrust, Michael buried himself, grinding 
against Theron’s ass. Theron tried to steady his lover as 
Michael’s arms began to shake at the intensity of his climax. 


He pulled Michael down and thrust his own cock against his 
lover’s torso. 


“Almost,” he cried, feeling his balls draw up tight. 


Starting to recover, Michael began to move until warmth 
spread between them. 


Theron’s cock spewed volley after volley of hot seed 
between them until they were both covered. 


No woman or man had ever taken him to such heights. He 
ran his hands through Michael’s sweaty blond hair. “You’re 
by far the best lover a man could ask for,” he mumbled. 


His eyes began to droop, the day’s excitement quickly 
catching up to him. He couldn’t manage to quit yawning 
despite Michael’s chuckles. 


“Let’s get you cleaned up and in bed.” Michael lifted Theron 
and set him on his feet. 


Theron allowed his lover to lead him up the stairs and into a 
warm shower. He was too worn out to play, and Michael 
must’ve known. The younger man quickly washed Theron 
down before turning off the water. 
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“Two more minutes, and I'll have you all tucked in,” Michael 
said, swiping Theron’s body with the thick bath towel. 


Michael was good to his word, and two minutes later, 
Theron was under the covers with his lover in his arms. Life 


was good. 
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Chapter Fourteen 


Due to some unforeseen complications transferring his 
patients, it was a week before Theron could fly back to 
Michael. Waiting in the tedious line to disembark, Theron 
thought of the long phone conversations the two of them 
had shared. Michael seemed to thrive in the previous week, 
making Theron feel like maybe he was holding his lover 
back. 


Michael had informed him that he’d spoken to his professors 
and all but one had agreed to let him start mid-semester. 
The other class he’d have to pick up in his remaining 
semester or during the summer. 


Once the line finally started moving, Theron felt like pushing 
everyone out of the way to get to the end of the ramp. He’d 
never missed anyone as much as he had Michael. 


Hopefully the two of them wouldn’t have to be apart for that 
long a period again. 


As soon as he stepped through the security gate, he spotted 
the tall blond god in the tight but tattered jeans. Yep. That’s 
my man. He found himself doing something completely out 
of character and practically running towards Michael’s 
waiting arms. “I missed you,” he said wrapping his arms 
around his lover. 


Despite the presence of strangers, Michael gave him a soft 
tender kiss. “I missed you, too.” 


Theron pulled back and looked at Michael. Was it possible 
this gorgeous smiling man in front of him was the same 


Michael he left only a week prior? He suddenly wondered if 
it was him that had been holding Michael back. 


“Come on,” Michael said, pulling Theron towards baggage 
claim. “Il promised Bear we'd go to his last game of the 
season if he helped us find a rental house.” He pointed to 
the restroom. “I need to make a quick pit stop. l'Il meet you 
at the carousel.” 


Michael released Theron’s hand and continued on with the 
rest of the crowd. Theron ducked into the restroom. Upon 
entering, he received several startled looks as he 
approached the urinal. It was obvious the kiss with Michael 
earlier had been seen by the majority of passengers. Now 
those same people were leery of peeing in front of the ‘fag’. 
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Paying them no mind, Theron unzipped and relieved his 
bladder. He began to wonder if he was doing more harm 
than good being in Michael’s life. As much as he loved the 
man, he certainly didn’t want to drag him down. 


He suddenly realised he was staring off into space with his 
dick hanging out of his pants. He put his cock away and 
washed his hands. From his phone conversations with 
Michael, he knew his love had been hanging out at BK a lot 
while he’d been gone. Maybe he’d talk to Charlie. 


The thought of walking away from Michael for his own good 
brought the sting of tears. 


How could he possibly walk away when he’d finally found 
the person he was meant to be with forever? Still, he knew 
he’d do just that if it was the best thing for Michael. 


He dried his hands and exited the restroom. There would be 
plenty of time to worry about his future with Michael. Right 
then all he wanted was to get his luggage and steal a few 
more kisses before going to Bear’s game. Michael had 
already informed him that Bear’s team had racked up more 
losses than wins during the season, but the parents and 
administrators were pleased with the improvement over the 
previous years. It seemed Bear’s job was safe for the 
moment. 


x OK OK OX 


Michael knew he had talked a mile a minute the entire drive, 
but he was so happy to have Theron back. He wanted to 
Share with his love all the things that he’d done that week. 


He hoped by demonstrating his mental well-being, Theron 
would see his worries were unfounded. 


He pulled the car into the high school parking lot and found 
a spot in the back. The lot wasn’t yet full, but he wanted to 
make out for a few minutes before joining their friends. 


“Oh, | almost forgot. The Bighorns made it to one of the 
bowl games. I’m not sure which one, but | Know it’s in 
California. You'll have to remember to ask Justin.” Theron 
unbuckled and leaned over the centre console. “Kiss me.” 
No problem there. Michael closed the distance and thrust 
his tongue into Theron’s mouth. God he’d missed the taste 
of his lover. Talking on the phone was okay, but absolutely 
nothing like being able to feel the real thing. 
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Theron’s hand gripped the back of Michael’s head as he 
took the kiss deeper. With his cock suddenly stiff as a board, 
Michael tried to pull Theron onto his lap. His lover chuckled 
and broke the kiss. “I think we might get in trouble if we’re 
caught fucking in a high school parking lot. Later though. 
Promise.” 


He knew Theron was right, but damn. His cock was about to 
burst in his jeans. “Then let’s get out of the car. Hopefully 
the cold air will shrink my obvious desire.” They both 
laughed and got out. Yep, the air was frigid enough to erase 
the majority of his erection. He popped the trunk and 
retrieved a heavy stadium blanket before they headed to 
the gate. 


“Who’s going to be here?” Theron asked. 


“Pretty much everyone, | think. They said they’d save us a 
seat.” Michael waited while Theron paid for their tickets. It 
still made him feel bad knowing he couldn’t help pay for 
things, but Demitri had assured him, earlier in the week, 
that Theron could afford it. 


Before going to the grandstand, they stopped and bought 
two large hot chocolates. 


Theron also got two hotdogs after complaining how the 
airlines didn’t feed you anymore. 


Michael led the way to the home team side of the 
grandstand. 


“Up here!” someone shouted. 


He looked up and spotted Brian waving frantically to get 
their attention. Smiling, he nodded his head in 
acknowledgment and started up the stairs. The game had 
already started and the crowd really seemed into it. 


Standing in the aisle, he waited for his friends to scoot down 
enough to accommodate him and Theron. After getting 
settled with the warm blanket across their laps, he turned to 
his lover. “Isn't this great?” He felt so alive, surrounded by 
the crowd, his friends and sitting next to the man he was 
deeply in love with. 


Theron gave him a half-smile and nodded. 


Was it his imagination or was Theron unusually quiet? He 
watched as his man started in on his food. Maybe it had 
been a mistake to bring him to the game after such a long 
flight? 


Shit. He should’ve thought of that. “You wanna go?” he 
asked, his lips brushing Theron’s ear. 


“I’m fine. | need to talk to Charlie at half-time though,” 
Theron answered. 
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Was he being checked up on? Michael decided not to let 
Theron’s apparent mood spoil his fun, and returned his 
attention to the game. 


After finishing his hot chocolate, Michael set the empty cup 
under his seat. He buried his hands beneath the blanket, 


trying to get warm. Theron’s hand clasped his, making him 
smile. Everything was going to be okay. 


x OK OK OX 


Theron watched the entire first half of the game, but didn’t 
really see a thing. His mind was rolling with the thought that 
Michael would be better without him. When the buzzer 
sounded signalling the end of the second quarter, he 
jumped up and stretched across several of his friends. He 
tapped Charlie on the shoulder. “Can | talk to you?” he 
yelled over the roar of the crowd. 


Jack said something to Charlie and stood. The big man 
eased his way down the bleachers and stood in front of 
Theron. “I’m gonna stand in line at the refreshment counter. 


It'll be easier on Charlie if he doesn’t have to try and 
navigate the crowd. Take my seat and l'Il take yours when | 
get back if you aren’t finished.” 


“Thanks,” Theron said. He dug into his pocket and handed 
Michael some money. 


“Would you mind getting us another hot chocolate?” 
“Not at all,” Michael said, jumping up. 


He watched Michael walk down the steep cement stairs 
before easing his way to Charlie. As soon as he sat down 
Charlie turned towards him. “How was the trip?” 


“Okay. Took a hell of a lot longer than I’d hoped, but | don’t 
think l'Il need to go back.” Unless it’s to pick up my old life. 
“I wanted to talk to you about Michael. | noticed he seems 

different, happier.” 


“He’s doing fantastic,” Charlie smiled. 


The words were like a punch in the gut. “Better after | left?” 
he asked. 


“Yep. He’s really buckled down and started getting his life 
back on track. Even called his folks. Did he tell you?” 


“Yeah. I’m glad he talked to them. | just wish he would’ve 
taken them up on their offer to pay for a plane ticket back 
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Charlie shook his head. “Once they told him they weren’t 
ready to meet his partner, he told them to call him when 
they were.” Charlie leaned closer. “He’s very loyal to you. | 
hope you realise what you have there.” 


“See that’s the thing that keeps bugging me. | know he 
loves me, and lord knows I'd die for that man, but I’m afraid 
I’m holding him back. He wasn’t nearly as confident and 
happy when | left. | feel like it might be better for him if | 
walk away.” Charlie stood and gripped the front of Theron’s 
shirt, demonstrating just how strong the blind man really 
was. “You listen to me. That boy has worked his ass off to 
make you proud of him. Don’t you go using that as an 
excuse to leave him. If you don’t love him enough to 
weather the storm, say so, but don’t use his good mood as a 
reason for it.” Justin reached across and put a hand on 
Charlie’s arm. “Hey. What’s going on with you two? We’re all 
friends, remember?” 


Charlie released his hold and sat down, arms crossed over 
his chest. “Sorry.” 


“No. I’m the one who’s sorry. | just love him so much. When | 
heard about all the things he’d accomplished in my absence 
| got worried that | was holding him back. | never considered 
he was doing it for me.” Damn. He felt like shit. 


Theron looked down the row and saw the empty seat where 
Michael should be. 


“Thanks, Charlie. | think I’m gonna go find him and take him 
home.” Charlie grinned. “No place that boy would rather be. 
| guarantee it.” After squeezing Charlie’s shoulder, Theron 
made his way back down the aisle, saying goodbye to his 
friends on the way. 


“You leaving, bro?” Demitri asked. 
“Yeah, but l'Il talk to you in the morning.” 
“Have a good one,” his brother chuckled. 


“I plan to. | have a lot of making up to do.” Theron grabbed 
the blanket off the bleacher and went in search of his man. 


He spotted Michael still in line at the refreshment stand, 
talking to Jack and Liam. 


Walking up, he put his hand on the small of Michael’s back. 
“Would it be okay if we skipped the rest of the game?” 


Michael looked down at him, clearly puzzled. “Sure. What’s 
going on?” Theron shook his head. “Just need to get you 
home.” Michael turned and said goodbye to Jack and Liam. 
“Tell Bear l'Il call him.” THERON’S RETURN 
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Liam nodded and waved as Theron led Michael towards the 
exit. When they got into the much quieter parking lot, 
Michael dug in his heels and stopped. “What’s going on? 
And tell me the truth this time.” 


Shocked, Theron blinked several times. “I did tell you the 
truth. | need to get you home.” No way would he tell 
Michael about his conversation with Charlie. If Michael knew 
Theron had even considered leaving him, it would break the 
younger man’s heart. He didn’t plan on lying, but the truth 
would do more damage than good. 


“What did you talk to Charlie about? Checking up on me?” 


“Not at all. We talked about how well you’re doing. He 
mentioned your parents’ offer to fly home for 
Thanksgiving.” 


Michael shook his head. “Not home. Their house. My home 
is with you.” And that just said it all as far as Theron was 
concerned. Despite their location, he pulled Michael into his 
arms. “I love you,” he said, placing a gentle kiss on 
Michael’s lips. 


Theron wrapped his arm around Michael’s waist and led him 
to the car. He still had no doubt he’d worry about the 
younger man from time to time, but wasn’t that natural 
when you loved someone? 
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